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This  reproduction  of  the  first  quarto  of  Shakespeare's  play  is 
from  a  facsimile  of  the  only  perfect  copy  in  private  hands,  which, 
however,  is  not  at  present  accessible  (see  the  Introduction  to  the 
forthcoming  Bibliographical  Index  to  The  Tudor  Facsimile  Texts). 

The  B.M.  copy  of  the  1597  quarto  wants  signatures  C  and  D ; 
the  Bodley  copy  is  also  imperfect.  The  B.M.  1598  quarto  also  lacks 
the  title  (supplied  in  facsimile)  :  its  copies  of  other  editions — 1602, 
1612,  1622  and  1634 — are  complete. 

The  original  facsimile  was  made  (and  beautifully  done)  by 
the  late  Mr.  Ashbee  some  forty  years  ago;  fifty  copies  only  were 
printed,  of  which  nineteen  were  destroyed.  Copies  are  very  scarce 
indeed. 

This,  therefore,  seemed  the  most  satisfactory  way  of  filling  the 
present  gap  in  first-hand  material  for  a  comparative  study  of 
some  of  the  so-called  "  Foundation  "  plays. 
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Enttr  Rkhard  Duk:  tfGUcefterJolus. 

jffOw  is  the  winter  of  ourdifcontent. 
Made  glorious  fummer  by  this  Tonne  of  Yorke: 
And  all  the  doudes  that  lowrd  vpon  our  houfe, 
In  the  deepc  bofomc  of  the  Ocean  buried. 
Now  are  our  browes  bound  with  victorious  wreathes, 
Our  bruifed  armes  hung  vp  for  monuments, 
Our  fterne  alarraes  changd  to  merry  meetings, 
Our  dreadfuUmarch.es  to  dclightfull  meafures. 
Grim-vifagde  warre.hath  fmoothde  his  wrinkled  front, 
And  now  in  ftccd  oftnountins  barbed  fteedes, 
To  fright  the  foules  offearefufl  aduerfarics. 
He  capers  nimbiy  in  a  Ladies  chamber, 
To  the  lafciuious  plcafms;  of  a  loue. 
But  I  that  am  not  maptefor  fportiue  tricked 
Nor madctocourtanamorous  looking glaiTc, 
I  that  am  rudely  ftamptand  want  loues  inaiefty, 
Toftrut  beforea  wanton  ambling  Nymph: 
I  that  am  curtaild  of  this  faire  proportion, 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dhTembling  nature, 
Deformd,vnfinifht,  fent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world fcarce  haifc  made  vp» 
A nd  that  fo  lamely  and  vnfamionable, 
That  dogs  barkeat  me  as  I  halt  by  them: 
Why  I  in  this  wcake  piping  time  of  peace 
Hauc  ho  delight  to  pane  away  the  time, 
Vnleflc  to  fpic  my  fhadow  in  the  funnc, 
And  defcant  on  mine  owne  deformity: 
And  therefore  fmcc  I  cannot  prooue  a  louer 
To  cntcrtainc  thefc  faire  well  fpoken  daics. 
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Tht  Tragedy 

I  am  determined  to  proouc  a  villaine, 

And  bate  the  idle  pleafurcs  of  thefe  daies: 

Plots haue  I  laid  indubious  dangerow, 

By  drunken  Prophefiesjibelsand  dream es> 

ToTet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  King 

In  deadly  hate  the  one  againft  the  other. 

And  if  Ki  ng  Edward  be  as  true  and  iuft, 

As  1  am  fubtiTe,  falfc,  and  trecherous: 

This  day  lTiould  Clarence  clofcly  be  mewed  vp, 

Aboura  Prophecy  which.  faiesthatG. 

Of  Edwards  heircs  the  murthercrs  fliall  be* 

Diue  thoughts  downe  to  my  foule,        enter  Clarence  wiili 

HeereClarcnce  comes,  4gardofment 

Brotherhood  daycs,whatmcanesthis  armed  gard 

That  waites  vpon  your  grace? 

CUr.  His  Maiefly  tendering  my  perfons  fafety  hath  ap* 

f  o  nted 
T his  condudto  conuay  me  to  the  tower. 

Glo.  Vpcnwhatcaufc? 

CU.  Becaufemy  nameisGcor-gc. 

Glo,  Alackemy  Lord  that  fault  is  none  of  yours, 
He  iTiould  for  that  commit  your  Godfathers: 
O belike  his  Maiefty  bath  fome  intent 
That  yc  u  (halbe  new  chriftcned  in  the  Tower. 
But  whats  the  matter  Clarence  may  I  know? 

Cia.  Yea  Richard  when  I  know ;  for  I  proteft 
As  yet  I  doe  not,  but  as  I  can  learnc, 
He  barkens  after  Prophecies  and  dreames, 
And  from  the  cronVrowe  pluckes  the  letter  Gi 
And.  faies  a  wifard  told  him  that  by  G, 
His  ifluedifinbeiited  fliould  be. 
And  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  Gt 
Ittbllowes  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 
Thefc  a- 1  learnc  ^nd  Tuch  like  toicsas  thefe, 
Haue  moued  his  highnes  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo.  Why  this  it  is  when  men  arc  rulde  by  women,. 
Tis  not  the  King  that  fends  you  to  the  tower, 
My  Lady  Gray  his  wife,  Clarence  tis  (he, 

That 
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That  tempers  him  to  this  extremity, 

Was  it  not  (he  and  that  good  man  of  wor/Lippe 

Anthony  Wooduile  her  brother  there, 

That  made  him  fend  Lord  Haftings  to  the  tower* 

"From  whence  this  prefent  day  he  is  deliuered? 

We  arc  not  fafe  Clarcnce,wc  arc  not  fafe. 

CU.  By  hcauen  Ithinkc  there  i  s  no  man  is  fecurde* 
ButtheQueenes  kindred  Jand  night-walking  Heralds* 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  King  and  Mifrrefle  Shore, 
Heard  yc  not  what  an  humble  fuppliant 
Lord  Haftings  was  to  her  for  his  dehuery . 

C/r.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity, 
Got  my  Lord  Chambcrlainc  nis  liberty. 
He  tell  you  what,  Ithinkc  itisonrway  r 
If  we  will  keepe  in  fauour  with  the  King, 
To  b«  her  men  a4id  wc.ire  her  finery. 
Theiealcus  orcworne  widdowand  herfelfe, 
Since  that  our  brother  dubd  them  gentlcwdm.cn, 
Arc  mighty  gofsipsin  this  monarchy. 

Bro.  I  befeech  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me: 
His Maicfty hath ftreighrly  giucn incharge, 
That  no  man  (hail  haue  priuatc  conference* 
Of  what  degree  foeuer  with  his  brother. 

Glo.  Eucn  fo  and  pleafc  your  worfhip  Brokenbury  3 
Yommay  pertake  of  any  thing  wc  fay: 
We  fpeake  no  treafon  man,  we  fay  the  King 
Is  wife  and  veituous,  and  his  noble  Queene 
Well  flroke  in  yeres,  faire  and  not  jealous 
We  (ay  that  Shores  wife  hath  a  prety  foote, 
A  cherry  hppe,  a  bonny  eic,  a  paffing  plcafing  tongue: 
And  that  the  Quecnes  kindred  arc  made  gentlefolks. 
How  fay  you  fir,  can  you  deny  all  this? 
Fro.  With  this  (my  Lord)  my  fdfc  haue  nought  to  do. 
Gio.  Naught  to  do  with  Meftris  Shore,I  tell  thee  fellow* 
He  that  ioth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one 
Were  befr.  he  doc  it  fecretly  alone. 

Bro.  I  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me,  and  withal  for- 
Your  conference  with  the  noble  Duke.  (beare 

A  3  We 


7 he  Tragedy 

CU.  We  know  thy  charge  Broke nbury  and  will  obey, 
Glo.  We  are  the  Queenes  abieib  and  mu  ft  obey. 
Brother  farewellj  will  vnto  the  King, 
Andwhatfoeueryouwillimploymein, 
Were  it  to  call  King  Edwa  rds  widdo  w  fitter, 
1  will  pcrforrac  rt  to  cnfranchifc  you, 
Meanc  time  this  deepe  difgracc  in  brotherhood, 
Touches  me  deeper  then  you  can  imagine. 
CU.  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  vs  well: 
Glo,  Well,your  impnfbnment  fhall  not  be  1  ong, 
I  will  dcliuer  you  or  lie  for  you, 
Me  awe  time  haue  patience. 
CU.  I  muft  perforce;  farewell,      TLxitCUr. 
Glo.  Go  treade  the  path  that  thou  (halt  ncre  returne, 
Simple  plaine  Clarence  I  doe  loue  thee  fo, 
That  I  will  fliortly  fend  thy  foule  to  hcauen, 
If  heaucn  will  take  the  prefent  at  our  hands: 
But  who  comes  here  the  new  deliucred  haftings? 

ZntcfLordHdJlini:,- 
Hdft.  Good  time  of  day  vnto  my  gratious  Lord: 
Glo,  As  much  vnto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlainc? 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  the  open  aire, 
How  hath  your  Lordfhip  brookt  impnfonmenr? 

Hdft.  With  patience  (noble  Lord)as  pri (oners muft: 
Butl  fhall  liue  my  Lord  to  giuc  them  thankes 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  imprifonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,no  doubt,  and  fo fhal  Clarence  too, 
For  they  that  were  your  enemies  are  his. 
And  haue  preuaild  as  much  on  hi  mas  you. 

Ha/}.  More  pitty  that  the  Eagle  ftiould  be  mewed, 
While  keihts  andbuflards  prey  itlibcrty. 
Glo.  What newes abroad? 
Hdft.  No  newes  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home: 
The  King  is  fickly5wcake  and  melancholy, 
And  his  Phifitions  fearc  him  mightily, 

Gio,  Now  by  Saint  Paul  this  newes  is  bad  indecdej 
Oh  he  hath  kept  an  cuill  diet  long, 
And  oucrmuch  confumed  liis  rovall  pcrfon, 
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Tis  very  gricuous  to  bethought  vpore 
What  is  he  in  his  bed? 
Wrf.  He  is. 

Glo.  Go  you  before  and  I  will  follow  you.     Exit  Haji. 
He  cannot  Hue  1  hope,  and  muft  not  die, 
Till  George  be  packt  with  poll  hot fc  vp  to  heauen, 
lie  in  to  vrge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  ftecl^  with  weighty  arguments, 
And  if  I  fail  e  not  in  my  deepc  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  an  other  day  to  liue 
Which  done, God  take  King  Edward  to  his  mere; 
And  ieauc  the  world  for  me  to  bu(Tell  in, 
For  then  He  marry  Warwick*  yongeft  daughter : 
What  though  I  kild  her  husband  and  her  father^ 
The  leadieftway  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  husband  and  her  father: 
The  which  willl,  notali  fbmuch  for  loue3 
As  for  another  fecret  cloie  intent. 
By  marrying  hcrwhieh  I  muft  reach  vnro . 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfc  to  market: 
Clarence  ftill  bieathcs,Edward  (till  hues  and  raignes, 
Wh  en  they  are  cone  then  muft  I  count  my  gaines.    Exit, 
Enttr  Lady  sAnne  19 hk  the  hwfc  *f  Harry  the  6, 
Lady  *An .  Set  downe  itt  dewne  your  honourable,' 
]f  honor  may  be  (hrowded  i»a  hearfe, 
WhiMt  I  a  while  obfequioufly  lament 
The  vntimely  fall  of  vcrtuous  Lancaftcr. 
Poore  kei-cold  figure  of  a  holy  King, 
Pale  afhes  of  the  houfe  of  Lancaftcr, 
Thoubloudlefle  remnant  of  that  royal!  bloud. 
Be  it  lawfull  that  Tinuocate  thy  ghofr, 
To  heare  the  lamentations  of  poore  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Ed  ward,  to  thy  Slaughtered  fonne, 
Stabd  by  the  felfefame  hands  that  madethefe  holes, 
Lo  in  thofc  windowes  that  let  foorth  thy  life, 
I  powrethe  hclpleflebalmc  of  my  poore  eies, 
Curft  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  fatall  holes,, 
■Curft  be  the  heart  that  had  the  heaitto  dot  it* 
■  '    *  "  Mot*, 
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More  direfull  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch, 
That  makes  vs  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee! 
Than  I  car.  wifh  to  adders,  fpidcrs,  toades, 
Orany  creeping  venomde.  thing  that  hues. 
Ifeu^r  he  haue  chiid  abortiue  be  it, 
Prodigious  and  vntimely  brought  to  light: 
Whofe  vglyand  vnnatural!  afpcfi, 
May  fight  the  hopefull  mother  at  the  view. 
Ifcuer  he  haue  wife,  l«t  her  be  made 
As  miferabie  by  the  death  of  him, 
Asl  am  made  by  my  poore  Lord  2nd  thee. 
Come  now  towards  Cheitfcy  with  your  holy  loade,1 
Taken  from  Panics  to  be  interred  there: 
And  ft'.  11  as  you  are  weary  of  the  waight, 
Reft  you  whiles  I  lament  King  Henries  corfe. 

Enter  Glocetfer. 
Git,  Stay,  you  that  bcarc  the  corfe  and  fet  \?  dowtoe. 
Lu  .  What  blacke  nwgirjan  coniurcs  vp  this  fiend, 
Toftopdeuoted  charitable  dcedes. 

Gto.  Villaine  fet  downe  the  corfe,  or  by  S.Paule» 
lie  make  a  corfe  of  him  that  dtfohces. 
Gtnt.  My  Lord,  ftand  backeand  let  the  coffin  paffe, 
Glo.  Vnmanerddog.ftandthou  when  I  command, 
Aduancethy  halbert  higher  than  mybreft, 
Or  by  Saint  Paul  lie  flnke  thee  to  my  f'oote, 
And  fpume  vpon  thee  beggcr  fbrthy  boldnes. 

Ld.  What  doe  you  tremble»are  you  all  afraid  f 
Alas,  1  blame  you  not,  for  you  are  mortall, 
And  mortall  cies  cannot  endure  the  diuell. 
Auauntthou  drcadfull  minifterof  hell, 
Thou  had  ft  but  power  ouer  his  mortall  body, 
His  foulc  thou  canft  not  haue,  therefore  be  gone. 
Glo .  Swcctc  Saint,ior  Charity  be  not  fo  curft. 
La.  Foule  DmelL  for  Gods  fake  hence  &  trouble  VI  not, 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  eaTth  thy  hell: 
Fildkwuhcurfing cries  and  dcepe  cxclaimes. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  hainous  deede5, 
Behold  this  patternc  of  thv  butcheries. 

Oh 


of  Richard  the  third. 

Oh  gentlemen  Tee,   fee  dead  Henries  wound  cs^ 

Open  their  congeald  mouthes  and  bleede  a frcfti. 

Blumblufh  thou  lumpeoffoulc  deformity, 

For  tis  thy  prcfence  that  exhales  this  bloud, 

From  cold  and  empty  vcineswherc  nobloud  dwells. 

Thy  deed  inhumane  and  vnnaturall, 

Prouokcs  this  deluge  moft  vnnaturall. 

Oh  God  which  this  bloud  madeft  ,reuengc  his  death, 

Oh  earth  which  this  bloud  dnnkft^rcuengc  hisdeathr 

Either  hcauen  with  lightning  ftrikc  the  murtherer  dead, 

Or  earth  gape  open  wide  and  catc  him  qui  eke. 

As  thou  doell:  fwallow  vp  this  good  Kings  bloud, 

Which  his  hell-gouernd  arme  hath  butchered. 

Glo.  Lady  you  know  no  rules  of  charity  > 
Which  renders  good  forbad,blefsmgs  for  curfes. 

Lady  Villaine  thou  knoweft  no  law  of  God  nor  mant 
Nebeaftfo  fierce  but  knowesfome  touch  of  pi  tty. 

Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beaft . 

Ldiy  Oh  wonderfull  when  Diuels  tell  the  troth. 

Glo,  More  wonderfull  when  Angels  are  fo  ang<y 
Voutfafe  deuine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofedeuils  to  giue  me  leaue, 
By  circumftance  buttoacquitemy  felfe. 

La.    Vouchfafe  defufed  infection  of  a  man, 
Forthcfe  knownceuils  but  to  giue  me  leaue, 
By  circumftancc  to  curfe  thy  curfed  fclfc. 

Glo.  Fairer  then  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  haue 
Some  patient leifure  to  excufc  my  felfe. 

La.  Fouler  then  heart  can  thinke  thee  thou  canft  make 
No  excufe  currant  but  to  hang  thy  felfe. 

Glo.  Byfuchdcfpairel  fhouldaccufe  my  felfe. 

Ltd.  Andbydefpairing  (houldft  thou  ftand  excufde, 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thy  felfe, 
Which  didft  vnworthy  flaughter  vpon  others, 

Glo.  Say  that  I  flew  them  not. 

L*.  Why  then  they  are  not  dead, 
But  dead  they  are,  and  diuelifh  ilaue  by  thee. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

B  La 
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La.  Why  then  he  is  aliue. 
G!t>.  Nay, he  is  dead,and  flaine by  Edwards  hand. 
La.  In  thv  foule  throat  thou  lie  ft,  Qneene  Margaret  faw 
Thybloudy  faulchion  fmoking  inbisbloud* 
The  which  thou  once  didd  bend  againft  her  breft, 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  ahde  the  point. 

Glo.  I  was  prouokcd  by  her  flaunderous  tongue? 
Which  laid  their  guilt  vpon  my  guikleflefhouldcrs. 

La,  Thou  waft  prouokcd  bv  thy  bloudy  minde. 
Which  neuer  dreamt  on  ought  but  butcheries, 
Dicift  thou  not  kill  this  King.      Glo.  Igrantyea. 

La,  Doeft  grant  me  hedehoggc  then  god  grant  mc too 
Thou  maieft  be  damnd  for  thatwicked  deede, 
Oh  he  wasgentie,mildc»and  vcrtuous. 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  Heaucn  that  hath  htm. 

La.  He  is  in  heauen  where  thou  /halt  neuer  come, 

Glo.  Let  him  thankc  me  that  holpe  to  fend  him  thither, 
For  he  was  filter  for  that  place  then  earth. 

La.  And  thou  vnfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 

Glo.  Yes  one  place  els  ifyou  will  hcare  me  name  it; 

La    Some  dungeon.     gIo.  Your  bedchamber. 

La,    III  reft  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  lieft. 

cU.  So  will  it  Madame  till  I  he  with  you. 

La.    Ihopefo. 

Glo.  I  know  Coy  but  gentie  Lady  Anne, 
To  leaue  t  hii  keen  incounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  fomewhat  into  a  flower  methode; 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timeles  death*. 
Of  thefe  PJantaeenets  Henry  and  EdwaT^j 
Asblamcfullas  ene  executioner. 

La.  Thou  ar'  the  cayfs  ar-d  meft  accurft  effect. 

Glo    Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  eflFee"}^ 
Your  beauty  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  Ocepcs 
To  undertake  ths  death  of  all  the  world 
So  I  might  reft  one  hourc  in  your  fwecte  bofome*. 

La.  If  I  thought  that  It  ell  thee  homicide, 
Thefe  nailes  thould  rend  ?hat  beauty  fi'om  my  cheekes. 

cJq.  Thefecjejs  could  neuerindure  %ect  beauties vvrack, 


$f  Richard  the  third. 
You  mould  not blemifh  them  if  1  ftoodby: 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  forme, 
So  I  by  that,  it  is  my  day , my  life. 

La.  Blacke  night  oucrfhade  thy  day, and  death  thy  life.' 

G/#.  Curfe  not  thy  felfe  fairc  creature,  thou  artbotk. 

La.  I  would  I  were  to  be  rcucnged  on  thee. 

Glo,  Itisaquarrellmoftvnnaturall, 
To  be  rcuengdonhim  that  loucth  you. 

La.  It  is  a  quarrcll  iuft  and  reafonablc » 
To  be  rcucngd  on  him  that  flew  my  husband. 

Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee  Lady  of  thy  husband,. 
Did  ittohelpe  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

L*.  His  better  doth  not  breath  vpon  the  earth. 

Glo.  Go  to,  he  hues  that  loucs  you  better  then  he  could. 

La.  Name  him.     Glo.  Plantagenet. 

La.  Why  that  was  hee. 

Glo.  The  fclfcfamc  name  but  one  of  better  nature. 

La.  Where  is  he.  Sheefpittetbathim. 

gU.  Heere, 
Why  doeft  thou  fpitte  at  me. 

La.  Would  it  were  mortall  poifon  for  thy  Cake. 

Glo.  Neuer  came  poifon  from  fp  fweete  a  piacc. 

La.  Neuer  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toade, 
Out  of  my  fight  thou  doeft  infeclmycies. 

Glo.  T hine  cies  fweete  Lady  hauc  infected  mine. 

La.  Would  they  were  bafihskcs  to  ftrike  thee  dead. 

C/o.  I  would  they  were  that  I  might  die  at  once, 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  liuing  death: 
Thofe  eies  of  thine  from  mine  hauc  dra  wen  fait  teares, 
Shamd  their  afpeft  with  (tore  of childifh  drops: 
I  ncuerfued  to  friend  nor  enemy, 
My  tongue  could  neuer  lcarnefwcctc  foothing  words; 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propofde  my  fee: 
My  proud  heart  fuesand  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeako 
Teach  not  thy  lips  fuch  fcorne,  for  they  were  made 
For  kiffing  Lady  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  reucngcfull  heart  cannot  forgiuc, 
Lohcrc  riend  thec  this  fharpe  pointed  fword: 
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Which  ifthnupleafc  to  hide  in  thistrue  bofome, 

And  let  the  foule  forth  that  adoreth  thee: 

I  laic  it  naked  to  the  deadly  ftroke, 

And  humbly  beg  the  death  vponmy  knee. 

Nay,  doe  notpawfc,twasIthljtkild  your  husband, 

But  fwas  thy  beauty  that  prouoked  me: 

Nay  now  difpatch 'twas  Ithat  kildKing  Henry: 

Butt  was  thy  hcaucnly  face  that  fet  me  on:  Herefieltttftll 

Take  vp  the  fword  againeor  take  vp  me.      tbefword. 

La,  Arifediflembler/hough  Iwifothy  death* 
I  will  not  be  the  executioner. 

Glo,  T  hen  bid  me  kill  my  fdfe5  and  I  will  doe  it; 

La.  lhaue already. 

Glo.  Tufh  that  was  in  thy  rage: 
Speakeit  againe.and  euen  with  the  word, 
That  hand  which  for  thy  louc  did  kill  thylouc, 
Shall  for  thy  loue,  kill  a  farre  truer  loue: 
To  both  their  deaths  fnalt  thou  be  acccflary . 

La,   I  would  I  knew  thy  heart. 

do.  Tis  figured  in  my  tongue* 

1a.    Ifcaremeboth  arcfalie. 

Glo,  Thenneuer  was  man  true, 

L4.   Well,  well,  put  vp  your  fword. 

do.  Say  then  my  peace  is  made. 

La,  That  /hall you  know  hereafter. 

do.  But  (hall  I  hue  in  hope. 

La,  Ailmenlhopc  liucfo. 

do.  Voutfafe  to  wcarc  this  ring. 

La.  To  take  is  not  to  giue. 

do.  Looke  how  this  ring  incompaiTeth  thy  finger, 
Euen  fo  thy  breafl;  incloieth my  poorc  heart. 
Weare  both  of them  for  b^thcrfthem  are  thine, 
And  if  thy  poore  deuotcd  fuppliant  may 
But  begone  fauour  at  thy  gratious  hand, 
Thou  doeftconfirmc  his  happincs  for  cucr. 

La.  What  is  it? 

do.   That  it  would  pleafe  thee  leaue  chefc  faddefigncs, 
To  him  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  mourner, 
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And  prefently  repaire  to  Crosbic  place, 
Whereafter  I  haue  folcmnlv  interred 
At  Cherdic  monaftery  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  giaue  with  my  repentant  tcares, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  dutie  fee  you: 
Fordiuers  vnknowne  reafons»I  befeechvou 
Grant  me  this  boone. 

La.    Withall  my  heart,  and  much  it  ioicsmetoo, 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent: 
Trefsill  and  Barkley  go  along  with  me. 
Glo,  Bid  me  farewell 
Ldt    Tis  more  then  you  defcrue: 
But  fine  e  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, . 
Imagine  I  haue  faid  farewell  already.  Exit. 

Glo .  Sin  take  vp  the  corfc. 
Set.  Towards  Chcrtfie  noble  Lord. 
Glo.  No»to  white  Friers  there  attend  my  comming. 
Was euer  woman  in  this  humor  woed,   Exeunt.   mtnetGl. 
Was  euer  womanin  this  humor  wonne: 
He  haue  her,  but  I  will  not  kecpe  her  long. 
What  Ithat  kildher  husband  and  his  father, 
To  take  her  in  her  hearts  extrcameft  hate; 
With  curfes  in  her  mouth  >  tearcs  in  her  ciel, 
The  bleeding  witnefle  of  her  hatred  bv » 
Hauing  God,her  confeience,  and  thefc  bars  againft  nit: 
And  I  nothing  to  backcmyfuitcatal!, 
But  thepiainc  Diuell  and  diflembhnglookes, 
And  yet  to  win  her  all  the  world  to  nothing.  Hah 
Hath  fhc  forgot  already  that  brauePrincc 
Edward,  her  Lord  whom  I  fome three  months  fincc, 
Stabd  in  my  angry  moode  atTewxbery, 
A  fweeter  and  a  louclicr  gentleman, 
Framd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature: 
Young,  valiant,  wile,  and  no  doubt  right  royall, 
The  fpacious  worldcannot  againe  afFoord; 
And  will  ihe  yet  debafehercyesonmc 
That  cropt  the  golden  prime  ofttiisfwcetc  Princfc, 
And  made  her  widdowto  a  wofullbcd, 
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On  mc  whofe  all  not  equals  Edwards  moityV 
On  me  that  halt,  and  am  vnfhapen  thus. 
My  Dukedomc  to  a  beggerly  denier. 
I  doc  miftake  my  pcrfbn  all  this  while* 
Vpon  my  life  flic  findes,  although  I  cannot 
Ah'  fclfcj  to  be  a  mcrueilous  proper  man. 
He  be  at  charged  for  a  looking  glafle, 
And  entertaine  fomc  fcorc  or  two  of  taylcrs, 
To  fhidy  fafhions  to  adornc  my  bodya 
Since  I  am  crept  in  fauour  with  my  felfc, 
1  will  maintainc  it  with  Come  little  coft; 
Butfirftlle  turne  yon  fellow  inhisgraue, 
And  then  returne  lamenting  to  my  loue. 
Shtne  out  faire  funnc  till  Ihaue  bought  a  glaflTe, 
That  I  may  fee  my  fhadow  as  I  paffe.     €xit. 
"Enter Qucene,    UrdXjHers*  Gray. 

BJ.  Hauc  patience  Madame,  there*  no  doubt  his  Maie- 
Wiil  foonc  rccoucr  hisaccuftomed  health.  (ftje 

Gray  In  that  you  brookc  it,  ill  it  makes  him  worfc, 
Therefore  for  Gods  fake  entertainc  good  comfort 
And  chccrchisgrace  quick  and  mery  words, 

Qit  ^  h«  were  dead  what  would  betide  of  me. 

Ry.  No  other  harme  but  lofleof  fuch  a  Lord. 

Q&,  The  loffe  offucha  Lord  includes  all  harme. 

Gr.  The  heauens  haue  blcft  you  with  a  goodly  forme, 
To  be  ycurcomrortcrwhenhe  is  gone. 

Q*,.  Oh  hcis  young,  and  his  minority 
Is  put  vnto  the  truft  of  Rich.  Gloccfter» 
Aman  that  loucsnotme  nor  none  ofyou. 

il'.   Is  it  concluded  he  (hall  be  proteftor? 

Q*,  It  is  dcterminde,not  concluded  y er» 
But  fo  it  mutt  be  if  the  King  mifcarry.      (Enter  BucLDdrly 

Gr.  Hcrecomethe  Lords  of  Buckingham  and  Darby. 

*>«k  Good  time  of  day  vnto  your  rova  II  grace. 

5*  £?d™kc  y*™  Maiefty  ioyfiill  as  you  hauebeem 

Q^  1  heCountciic  Richmond  good  my  Lo:  of  Darby, 
I  o  your  good  praiers  will  fcarccly  Czy,  Amen: 
I  ct  Darby  notwithftandin&fliccs  your  wife 
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Andloues  not  me ,  be  you  good  Lo.  ailurde 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

D*r.  I  doc  befeech  you  cither  not  bclecue 
The  enuious  flaunderj  of  hcrfalfc  accufcrs, 
Onfihebcaccufde  in  true  report, 
Bcarc  with  her  weakenes  which  I  thinkc  procecdes 
From  way  ward  fickneiTe,and  no  grounded  malice. 

Ry .  Saw  you  the  King  to  day,  my  Lo:  of  Darby? 

D&r.  But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Camefromvifidn|h!sMaiefry. 

Q&.  With  likelihood  of  his  amendment  Lords? 

Bste,  Madame  good  hope,  his  Grace  fpeakes  cheerfully. 

j^«a  God  grant  him  health,  did  you  confer  with  him. 

&uc.  Madame  we  did:  He^deGrcs  to  make  attoncment 
Betwixt  the  Duke  of  Glocefterandyouf  brothers, 
And  betwixt  them  and  tny  Lord  chambcrlainc? 
And  fent  to  warnc  them  to  his  royall  pr cfe»ce/ 

Q*.   Would  all  were  well,  but'that  w»Il  neuerbe. 
Ifeate  ©ur  happines  is  at  the  higheft.       Enter  Glocefav. 

Gl&,  They  doe  roc  wrong  and  I  will  riot  endure  it, 
Who  arc  they  that  complainesvnto  thcKsng, 
That  I  forfooth  am  freme  and  lone  them  nor: 
By  hoty  Paul  they  loue  his  grace  but  lightly, 
That  nil  his  cares  with  fuch  difcentious  rumors: 
Becauic  I  cannot  flatter  and  fpe^kefaue, 
Smile  in  mensfaces,  imoothe,dccciuc  and  cog, 
Duckewithfrench  nods  and  apifh  courtcfie, 
I  muft  be  held  a  ranker  ous  enimy. 
Cannot  a  plai  ne  man  Hue  and  thinke  no  harme, 
But  thus  hisfimple  tru&h  muO  beabufde* 
By  fiiken  flic  mlinuating  sacked 

fy.  To  whom  in  all  this  prefencc  fpeakes  your  Grace? 

Glo.  To  thee  that  haft  nor  honefty  nor  grace, 
When  haue  I  iniuied  thee  ,  when  done  thee  wron», 
Cr  thee  or  ;hce  or  any  of  your  faction:  • 

A  plague  v pon you  all.  Hi s  royall  perfon 
(Whom  God  preferue  better  then  you  would  wifh) 
Cannot  be  quies  farce  a  breathing  while, 
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But  you  maft'tro  uble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Qu,  Brother  of  Gloccfter^yoH  miftake  the  matter: 
The  Km*  of  his  owne  royall  difpofition, 
Andnotprouoktby  any  (uiterelfe, 
AymingDelikc  at  your  mteriour  hatred, 
Which  in  you^outward  actions  fhewes  it  felfe, 
Againft  my  kindred,  brothcr.and  my  felfe: 
Makes  him  to  fend  that  thereby  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill  will  and  to  remoueit. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  the  world  is  gro  wen  fo  bad 
That  wrensmake  pray  where  Eagles  dare  not  pcarch, 
Since  euery  Iacke  became  a  Gentleman: 
T  hcres  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  Iacke. 

Q£.   Come  come,  we  know  your  meaning  brother  Gl. 
You  enuy  ray  aduancement  and  my  friends, 
God  graunt  we  neuer  may  haue  neede  of  you. 

GIq.  Meanetime  God  grants  that  we  haue  neede  of  you, 
Our  brother  is  imprifonedbyyour  mcanes. 
My  felfe  difgract, and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt,  whHftraanyfaire  promotions, 
Are  daily  giuento  enoble  thofe 
T  hat  fcarcefomet wo  daiesfince  were  worth  a  noble. 

Qw.  By  him  that  raifdc  me  to  this  care  full  height,' 
From  that  contented  hap  which  Ienioyd,; 
I  neuer  did  incenfe  his  Maiefly 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Clarence:  but  haue  becne, 
An  earned  aduocateropleadc  for  him. 
My  Lord  youdoe  memamefull  iniury, 
Faliely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vilefufpecls. 

Gto.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  caufe, 
Of  my  Lord  HafHngslate  imprifonment. 
fy*.  She  may  my  Lord. 

G/o.  She  may  Lo:Ryucrs,  why  who  knowes  not  fb? 
She  may  doe  more  Sir  then  denying  that: 
She  may  helpe  you  to  many  faire  preferments, 
And  then  deny  her  ayding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  defcrcs, 
What  m-y  (he  not^fae  may,yea  many  may  (he. 
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Uy*  What  mary  may  ftie. 

Gb.  .What  mary  may  flic,  marry  with  a  King,' 
A  batchclor,a  handfbme  tripling  too. 
Iwisyour  Grandam  hada  worfer  match. 

Q*,.  My  Lo:  of  Gloce[ter,I  hauc  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  vpbraidings  and  your  bitter  fcofTcs, 
By  heaucn  I  will  acquaint  his  Maiefty 
With  thofe  srofe  taunts  I  often  haue  endured: 
I  had  rather  be  a  countrcy  feruant  maid. 
Then  a  great  Queenc  with  this  condition. 
To  be  thus  taunted,  (corned,  and  baited  at;         Enter  Qtf, 
Small  ioy  haue  1  in  being  Enelands  Quecne.       Margaret* 

Qu.Mar,  And  lefncdbc  that  fmal,  God  I  befeech  thee, 
Thyhonour,  ftate,  and  feate  is  due  tome. 

Gfo.  What?threatyou  me  with  telling  of  the  King, 
Tell  him  and  fpare  not,  looke  what  I  haue  faid,| 

1  will  auouch  in  prefence  of  the  King:  / 

Tis  time  to  {peake,  my  paincs  are  quite  forgot. 

Qu.  M4r»  Out  diuell  I  remember  the  m  too  well, 
Thouflcwcftmy  husband  Henry  inthc  tower, 
AndEdward  my  poorc  fonnc  at  Teuxbery . 

Glo.  EreyouwereQucenc.ycaor  your  husband  King. 

2  was  a  packhorfe  in  his  great  affaires* 
A  weeder  out  of  hisproud  aduerfaries, 
A  liberall  rewarder  of  his  friends: 
Toroyalizc  his  bloud  Ifpiltmine  owne. 

Qo,  Mat.  Yea  and  much  better  bloud  then  his  or  thine. 

Glo.  In  all  which  timcyouandyour  husband  Gray, 
Were  factious  for  the  houfe  ofLancafter: 
AndRyuers,(b  were  you,  was  not  your  husband. 
In  Margarets  battaile  at  Saint  Albones  flaine: 
Let  me  put  in  your  minder  if  yours  forget 
What  you  haue  beene  ere  now,  and  what  you  are. 
Withall,what  1  haue  becn,and  what  I  am. 

jQ«.  Ma.  A  murtherous  villaine,  and  lb  (till  thou  art. 

G/o.  Poore  Clarence  did  forfake  his  rather  Warwkke, 
Yea  andfbrfwore  himfelfe(which  Iefu  pardon.) 

q>4^Ma.  Which  God  rcuenge, 
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Glo.  To  fight  on  Edwards  party  for  the  crcwne, 
AndforhismecdepooreLo:  he  is  mewed  vppe: 
J  would  to  Godmy  heait  were  flint  like  Edwards, 
OrEdwardsfoftandpirtifull  like  mine, 
1  am  too  cbildifh,  focrifhfor  this  world. 

Qu^Ma ,  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  (hame  and  leaue  the  world 
Thou  Cacodemon,  there  thy  kingdome  is. 

Hy.  My  Lo:of Glocefter  in  thofebufe  daies> 
Which  here  you  vrge  to  prouevs  enemies, 
We  followed  then  our  La;  ourlawfullKirrg, 
So  &ouid  we  you  ifyou  mould  be  our  King, 
Glo.  If  I  mould  be?  I  had  rather  be  apedlcr, 
Farre  be  it-from  my  heart  the  thought  of  k, 

Qh.  As  little  ioymy  Lord  as  you  fuppo(i 
You  mould  cnioy,  were  you  this  countries  King, 
As  little  loy  may  you  (uppofe  in  me, 
That  I  cnioy  being  the  Quecne  thereof. 

Q£,M.  A  little ioycniolcsthc  Q^eenc  thereof^ 
For  lam  flic  and  altogether  ioylcffe. 
]  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient: 
Heave  me  you  wrangling  Pyrats  that  tall  out» 
Iti  fliaringthat  which  you  haue  pild  from  me;  - 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  lookes  on  me? 
Ifnot,that  I  beingQuceneyou  bow  like  fubiec"to, 
Yet  thatby  you  depofdeyou  quake  like  rebels: 
Ogentle  villaine  doe  not  turnc away. 
Glo.  Foulc  wrinckled  witch  what  makft  thou  in  my  %ht* 
q.  NU.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  mard, 
That  will'I  make  before  I  let  thee  go: 
A  husband  and  a  fon  thou  oweft  to  me> 
And  thou  a  kingdome,aH  ofyoualicgeance: 
The  forrow  that  1  haue  by  right  is  yours. 
And  all  the  pleafuresyou  vfurpe  are  mine. 

Glo.  Thecurfemy  noble  father  laid  on  thee, 
When  thou  didfrcrowne  his  warlike  broweswithpapcr» 
And  with  thy  fcorne  drewft  riuers  from  his  eies,. 
And  then  to  drie  them  gau'fl  the  Duke  a  clout* 
Steept  in  thcfaultlcfle  bloud  of  pretty  Rutland* 
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His  curfes  thenfrom  bitternes  ofibulc 

Denounff  ,againft  thee,are  all  fallen  vpon  thee, 

And  God,not  we, hath  plagde  thy  bloudy  deede. 

A  Q£,  SoiufVisGodto  right  the  innocent. 
H*ft.  O  t  was  the  foiileft  deede  to  flaie  that  babe, 

And  the  moft  mercilcfle  that  e-ier  was  heard  of. 
T{iu.  Tyrants  thernfelues  wept  when  it  was  reported. 
Dorf.  No  man  but  prophecied  reuenge  for  it. 
Buck.  Northumberland  then  prcfent  wept  to  fee  it. 
QgJ  M,  What?  were  you  fnarlingall  before  I  came, 

Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 

And  turnc  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me? 

Did  Yorkes  dread  curfe  preuaile  fo  much  with  heaue.i, 

That  Henries  death  my  loucly  Edwards  death, 

Their  kingdomes  lolTe.my  wofuil  banifhmcr't, 

Couldallbutanfwerc  for  that  peeuifh  brat? 

Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds  andVnter heauen? 
Why  then  giue  way  dull  cloudes  to  my  quicke  curies: 
If  net,  by  war,by  furfetdie  your  King, 
As  ours  by  murder  to  make  him  a  King. 
Edward  thy  fonnc  which  now  isPrince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward  my  fonne  which  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth  by  like  vntimely  violence^ 
Thy  fclfea  Queene,  for  me  that  was  a  Queene^ 
Outliue  thy  glory  like  my  wretched  felfe: 
Long  maiefr  thou  hue  to  vvaile  thy  childrens  lode, 
Andfee  another  as  I  fee  thee  now 
Dccktin  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  ftald  in  mine: 
Long  die  thy  happy  daies  before  thy  death. 
And  after  many  lengthened  houres  of  griefe* 
Die  neither  mother/wife,  nor  Englands  Qnecnc: 
Riuersand  Dorfet  you  were  ftander  s  by, 
And  fo  wafl  thou  Lo:  Haftingswhenmy  fonne 
Was  ftabd  with  bloudy  daggers,  god  I  pray  him, 
That  none  of  you  may  liue  your  naturall  age, 
But  by  fome  vnlookr  accident  cutoff, 

Glo.   Haue  done  thy  charme  thou  hatefull  withred  hag. 

Q^M.  Andieaueout  the  flay  dog  for  thou  (halt  hear  me 
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If  heau.cn  haue  any  grieuous  plague  in  ftorc, 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wim  vpon  thec: 

0  let  them  kecpe  it  till  thy  finncs  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurlc  downe  their  indignation 

On  thecthe  troublcr  of  the  poore  world*  peace: 
The  worme  ofconfcience  (rill  begnaw  thy  foule, 
Thy  friends  fufpeS  for  traitors  while  thou  liueft, 
And  take  deep:  traitors  for  thy  dearefr  friends: 
No  flecpe,  clofc  vp  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
\  nleflc  it  be  whileft-  fome  tormenting  dreamc 
Affrights  thec  with  a  he'l  of  vgly  duels. 

1  houelmfh  markt  abortiuc  rooting  hog* 
Thouthac  waft  icaldinthy  nariuity 
The  flaue  ofnarure,  and  the  fonne  of  hell* 
Thouflaundcrof  thy  mothers heauy  wombc. 
Thou  lothed  ifTuc  of  thy  fathers  loyncs, 
Thou  rag  of  honour,  thou  detcftcd,  &c 

C10.    Margaret. 

Q«;M.  Richard.     Clo.  Ha. 

Qh.  M.  I  call  thee  not. 

Gt»,  Then  I  crie  thee  mercy ,  for  I  had  thought 
That  thou  hadft  cald  me  all  tbefc  bitter  names. 

Q*.  M.   Why  fo  I  did,  but  !ookt  for  no  reply, 
O  Let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curfc. 

do.  Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret.  (felfe: ' 

Q£.   Thus  haue  you  breathed  your  curfe  againft  your 

£m.M.  Poorc painted Qucene.vainc  flourifhofmyfor- 
Why  ftrewft  thou  fugeron  that  bottled  fpidcr,       (rune 
Whofc  deadly  web  enfnareth  chec  about? 
Foolc  foolc,  thou  whctfl  a  knife  to  kill  thy  felfc# 
The  rime  will  come  that  thoufhalt  wifhfor  me, 
To  helpc  thee  curfc  that  poifenous  bunchbackt  toade. 

Haft.  Falfe  boadmg  woman,end  thy  frantikc  curfe, 
Left  to  thy  harmc  thou  moue  ourpatience. 

QJtf.  Foule  Hume  v  jon  you,  you  haue  all  roou'd  mine, 

\t.  Were  you  well  fcru'd  you  would  be  taught  your  duty. 

QJ«.  Toferucmcwell,you  all  mould  doe  me  duty, 
Teach  me  to  be  your  Qncene,  and  you  my  fubtecls: 
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O  fcrucme  well,and  teach  your  (clues  that  duty. 
Dorf,  Difputc  not  with  her,  (he  islunatique. 
q^I.  Peace  Matter  Marques  you  arc  malapert, 
Your  fire-new  ftampc  of  honour  is  fcarfe  currant; 
O  that  your  young  nobility  could  iudgc, 
What  twerc  to  looft  it  and  be  miferable: 
They  that  ftand  high  haue  many  blaft  to  fhalce  then* 
And  if  they  fall  they  da(h  themfelucs  to  pieces. 
Clo,  Good  countcll  niary ,  learne  it  learnc  it  Marques. 
D0t.  It  toucheth  you  my  Lo:  afmuch  as  me. 
G/o.  Yea  and  much  more .  but  I  was  borne  fohighj 
Our  aiery  buildcth  in  the  Cedars  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  winde,and  fcornes  the  (unne. 

Qu^  M.  And  turncs the  fun  to  fhadc, alas  alas, 
Witnesmyfbn,now  in  the  (hade  of  death, 
Whofebrightout(hiningbeames,thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  etcrnall  darkencsfoulded  vp: 
Your  aiery  buildeth  in  our  aieriesneft, 
O  God  that  feeft  it,  doenotfuffcr  it: 
As  it  was  wonnc  with1)loud,  loft  be  it  fo; 
Buckj   Haue  done  for  fliamc,  ifnotfor  charity. 
Q^M.  Vrgc  neither  chanty  nor  fhameto  me, 
Vncharitably  with  me  haue  you  dealt, 
And  (hamefully  by  you  my  hopes  arctutchcrd, 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  fhame, 
And  in  my  fhame,  Hill  hue  my  for  row  es  rage. 
Buck^  Haue  done. 

C^M.   O  Princely  Buckingham,  I  will  kiffc  thy  hand 
In  figne  of  league  and  amity  with  thee: 
Now  fairc  befall  thee  and  tny  Princely  houfc, 
Thy  garmentsarc  not  fpottcd  with  our bloud, 
Nor  thou  withinthecomp.iflecfmv  curfe. 

Buc.  Nornoone  here,  forcurfesneuer  pafTc 
The  lips  of  thofe  that  breath  them  in  th e  aire . 

Q^M.  He  not  belccue  but  they  afcend  the  skie, 
And  there  awake  gods  gentle  deeping  peace. 
O  Buckingham  beware  of  yonder  dog, 
LookewhcnhefawncSjhc  bites,  and  vvhcnhc  bites, 

C3  His 
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His  venome  tooth  will  rackle  thee  to  death, 
Haue  not  to  doe  with  him,  beware  of  him: 
Suinc,  death  and  hell  ,  haue  (et  their  markes  on  him, 
And  all  their  minivers  attend  on  him. 
Glo.  What  doth  (he  fay  my  Lo:  of  Buckingham? 
Buck^,  Nothing  that  1  refpeel  my  gratious  Lord. 
q^.  M.   Whatdoeft  thoufcorne  me  for  mygentlecoun- 
And  footh  the  diuell  that  I  vvarne  thee  fro  in:  (  fell, 

Obut  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  fhallfplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow, 
And  fay  poore  Margaret  was  a  propheteffe: 
Liuc  each  ofyou  the  fubiccls  of  his  hate, 
And  he  to  your,andall  ofyou  to  Gods.  Exit. 

Hdjt.  My  haire  doth  frand  on  end  to  heare  her  curfes. 
Eyu.  Andfodoth  mine,  1  wonder  {hces  at  liberty. 
Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her  by  gods  holy  mother, 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof  that  I  haue  done. 

q^  I  ncuer  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge; 
Glo.  But  you  haue  all  the  vantage  of  this  wrong. 
1  was  too  hoat  to  doe  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  or  it  now: 
Marry  as  for  Clarence  he  is  well  repaid, 
He  is  franc  kt  vp  to  fattingfor  his  paines, 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufeofir. 

R>«.  A  vcrtuousand  a  ChrifUanltkeeonclufion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  haue  done  fcathe  t<t  vs. 

g/o.  So  doe  I  euer  being  well  aduifde, 
Fcr  had  Icurft3  now  I  had  curfrmy  felfe, 

Catef.  Madam  his  Maiefty  doth  call  for  you, 
And  for  your  Grace,  and  you  my  noble  Lo: 
qj^    Catcsby  we  come,  Lords  will  you  go  with  VS. 
Ky.   Madame  we  will  attend  your  grace.  Exeunt  mtn.Fj, 
6/o.  Idoe  the  wrong* and  firit  began  to  braulc 
The  fecret  mifchiefes  that  I  fet  abroach, 
I  Jay  vnto  the  grieuous  charge  of  others: 
Clarence  whom  I  indeed  haue  laid  indarkenes, 
Idoebeweepetomany  fimrJeguls: 

Name- 
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Namely  toHaltings.  Darby,  Buckingham, 

And  (ay  it  is  the  Quccne  and  her  allies, 

That  ftirre  the  King  againf!  rhe  Duke  my  brother. 

Now  they  bclccuc  me,and  withal  1  whet  me, 

To  be  reuenged  on  Ryucrs,  Vaughan,  Gray: 

But  then  Ifigh.and  witha  piece  of  fcripture» 

Tell  them  that  God  bids  vs  doe  good  for  euill: 

And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villany, 

With  old  odde  ends  ftolneoutof  holy  writ, 

AndfeemeaSaint  when  moft  I  play  thcDiuell: 

Butfoft  here  come  my  executioners .     Enter  Executioners, 

How  now  my  hardy  ftout  refolued  mates, 

Are  you  now  going  to  di fpa  tcfi  this  deede . 

Execu.  We  are  my  Lord,  and  come  to  hauc  the  warrant, 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

c/j.  It  was  well  thought  vpon  J  haue  it  here  about  mc. 
When  you  haue  done  repaire  to  Crosby  place  -y 
But  firs,befudden  in  the  execution, 
Withall.  obdurate,  Soc  not  heare  himplcade,. 
For  Clarence  is  well  fpokcn,and  perhaps, 
May,moue  your  harts  to  pitty  ifyou  marke  him. 

Exec.  Tufh  feare  not  my  Lo: we  will  not  ftand  to  prate, 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers  be  allured: 
We  come  to  vfe  our  hands, and  not  our  tongues. 

C/.Your  eics  drop  milftones  when  fooles  eiesdrop  tears, 
I  like  you  lads,  about  your  bufmes.  Exeunt, 

Enter  CUrence^  Urokenbury, 
Brok.  Why  lookes  your  grace  fohcauily  to  day? 
CLr,  Oh  I  haue  paft  a  miferable  night, 
So  full  ofvgly  fights,  of  gaftlydieames, 
That  as  I  am  a  cbriftian  faithfull  man, 
I  would  not  ipend  another  fuch  a  night, 
Though  twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happv  daies, 
So  full  ofdifmail  terror  was  the  time, ' 
Brok^  Whatyvasyourdreame.Ilongtohcaieyou  tell  it. 
Cia<  Me  thoughts  T  was  imbarkt  for  Burgundy, 
And  in. my  company  my  brother  Glocefter, 
Who  from  my  cabbinc  tempted  me  to  walko 

Vpon 


Vpon  tbchatches  thence  wc  lookt  to  ward  England, 

And  cited  vp  a  thoufand  fcarefull  times, 

During  the  wars  orYorke  and  Lancaftcr: 

That  had  befallen  vs,  as  we  pact  along, 

Vpon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches: 

Me  thought  thatGloccfter  frumbled>  and  in  (rumbling^ 

Stroke  me  that  thought  to  flay  him  ouer  board, 

Into  the  tumbling  billowes  otthe  maine. 

Lord,  Lord,  me  thought  whatpaineitwasto  drownc* 

Whatdreadfull  noife  of  waters  in  my  eares, 

What  vgly  fights  ofdeath  within  my  eies: 

Mc  thought  1  lawe  a  thoufand  fearefull  wracks, 

Ten  thoufand  men,  that  fifties  gnawed  vpon, 

Wedges  ofgold,  great  anchors,  hcapes  ofpcarlc, 

Ineftimable  Qones^vnualued  Iewels, 

Some  lay  in  dead  mens  fails,  and  in  thofe  holes, 

Where  eies  did  once  inhabite,  there  were  crept 

Ai  twere  in  fcorne  of  eies  reflecting  gems, 

Which  wocd  thefhmy  bottomeof  the  deepe, 

And  mockt  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcattcred  by. 

Br»k±  Had  you  fuchleifurcin  the  time  of  death, 
To  gaze  vpon  the  fecietsof  the  deepe? 

CUr.  Me  thought  Ihad>  for  (till  thecnuiousfioud 
Kept  in  my  foule,  and  would  not  let  it  fooith, 
To  fecke  the  emptievaft  [and  wandering  aire, 
Butfmothercd  it  within  my  panting  bulke, 
Which  almoft  burCt  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 
Brokj  Awakt  you  not  with  this  fore  agony. 
C/a .  O  no, my  dreatne  was  lengthned  after  life* 
O  then  began  the  tempeft  to  my  foule, 
Who  paft  me  thought  the  melancholy  Soud, 
With  that  grim  fcrnman,  which  Poets  write  of, 
Ynto  thekingdomc  of  perpetuall  night: 
The  firft  that  there  did  greet  ray  flranzer  foule, 
Was  my  great  father  in  law  rcnowmed  Warwickc, 
Who  cried  alowd  what  fcourge  for  periury. 
Can  this  dark e  monarchy  afToord  falfe  Clarence, 
And  Co  hcYaniflit,  then  came  Yvandringby, 
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*f  Richard  the  third* 
A  fliadow  like  an  aneell  in  bright  haire, 
JDabled  in  bloud,  and  Tic  fquake  out  alowd, 
Clarence  is  come,  falfc,  fleeting,  periurd  Clarenc* 
That  ftabd  me  in  the  field  by  Tcuxbcry: 
Seaze  on  him  furies,  take  him  to  your  torments. 
With  that  me  thoughts  a  legion  of  foule  fiends 
£nuirond  me  about,  and  howled  in  mine  earet 
Such  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  noifc 

1  trembling,  wakt,  and  for  a  feafon  after 
Could  not  belccue  but  that  I  was  in  hell, 
Such  terrible  impreflion  made  the  dreame. 

Br 9.  No  marucile  my  Lo:  though  itaffrightedyoo, 
Ipromifc  you,  lam  afraid  to  hearc  you  tell  it. 

C /*»  O  Brokcnbury  I  hauc  done  chofe  things, 
Which  now  bcarc  cuidenceagainft  my  foule 
For  Edwards  fake,  and  fee  how  he  requites  me. 
I  oray  thee  gentle  keeper  ftay  by  me, 
My  foule  is  heauy,and  I  fainc  would  flcepc. 

'Bro.  I  will  my  Lo:Godgiuc  your  Grace  good  reft, 
Sorrowc  breake  ica(bns>  andrepofinghowers 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noonetide  night, 
Princes  haue  out  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  outward  honour,  for  an  inward  toile, 
And  for  vnfelt  imagination, 
They  often  fcele  a  world  of  rcftlefle  cares: 
So  that  bctwixttheir  titles  and  lowe  names* 
Thercs  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame* 

The  murderers  enter. 
In  Gods  name  what  are  you,and  how  came  you  hither? 
Zxecu.  I  would  fpeake  with  Clarence,  andl  came  hither 
Bro.  Yca,»rcyoufobriefe.  (on  my  legs. 

2  Exe.  O  fir,  it  is  better  to  be  bricfc  then  tedious, 
Shew  him  our  commisfion,  talke  no  more.      He  reddeth  ih 

Bro.  I  am  in  this  commanded  to  del iucr 
The  noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hand?, 
I  will  not  rcafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufc  I  wilbeguiltles  of  the  meaning: 
Here  are  the  kcics,  there  (its  the  Duke  a  Qcepe, 

D  He 


TheTngsdy 

He  to  his  Maiefty;and  ccrttfic  his  Grace, 
That  thus  T  hauc  rcfignd  my  charge  to  you. 

£xe.  Dot  fo,  it  is  a  point  of  wifedome. 

2    What  rhall  I  ftab  him  as  he  fleepes? 

1  No  then  he  will  fay  twasdone  cowardly 
When  he  wakes. 

2  When  he  wakes, 

"Why  foole  he  (Kail  neucr  wake  till  the  iudeement  day, 

1  Why  thenhcwillGiy9wcftabdhimUeeping. 

2  The-vrgingot'that  wordludgcmcnt,  hath  bred 
A  kind  of  remorfc  in  rnc. 

1  What  art  thou  afraid. 

2  Notto  kill  him  hauinga  warrantfbr  it,but  to  be  dand 
For  killing  him,  from  which  no  warrant  can  defend  vs. 

1  Backeto  theDuke  of  Gloccftcr,  tell  him  fo» 

2  1  pray  thec  ftay  a  while,  I  hope  my  holy  humor  will 
Changc>t\vas  wont  to  hold  me  bur  while  one  would  telxx. 

1  How  doeft  thou feele thy  felfe now?  (inme. 

2  Faith  fomc  certainc  dregs  ofconfeience  are  yet  with 

1  R  emember  our  reward  when  the  deede  is  done. 

2  Zounds  he  dies,  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Where  is  thy  confcicnce  now? 

2  In  theDukeofGloccfters  purfe. 

1    So  when  he  opens  his  purfe  to  giue  vs  our  reward. 
Thy  conference  flies  out. 
7     Let  it  go,  thcres  few  or  none  will  entertaine  it, 

1  How  if  it  come  to  thee  againe? 

2  He  not  meddle  with  it,  itis  a  dangerous  thing. 
It  makes  a  man  a  coward:  A  man  cannot  ftcale. 

But  it  accufeth  him:  he  cannot  fwcare,  but  it  checks  him: 
He  cannot  lie  with  his  neighbors  wife,but  it  detects 
Him.   Itisnblufhingfharnefaftfpirit.  tliatmutmics 
Inamansbofome  :  it  fib* one  full  of  obftades, 
It  made  me  once  reflorea  purfe  of  gold  that  I  found, 
Itbeggers  any  man  that  keepesit:  it  is  turned  out  of  all 
Townes  and  Cittics  for  a  dangerous  thing,  and  eucry 
Man  that  mcancs  to  liue  wtl,  endcuors  to  truft  to 
To  himfelfe;  and  to  hue  without  it, 
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of  Richard  the  third. 

1  Zounds  it  is  cucn  now  at  ray  clbowc  pertwad ing  me 
Not  to  kill  the  Duke. 

2  Take  the  diuell  in  thy  minde ,  and  bcleeue  him  not, 
He  would  infinuatc  with  thee  to  make  thee  figh. 

1  Tut>l  am  ftrong  in  fraud,  he  cannot  preuaile  with  me, 
I  warrant  thee- 

2  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow  that  refpefts  his  reputation 
Come  (nail  we  to  thisgeere. 

1  Take  him  ouer  the  coftard  with  the  hilts  of  thy  (word, 
And  then  we  wil  chop  him  in  the  malmfey  But  in  the  next 

2  Oh  excel  lent  deuice,  make  a  fop  of  him        (roomc. 

1  Harkche(tirs,(halllttrike. 

2  Nc»firft  lets  rcafon  with  him. 

CU.  Where  art  thou  keeper,  giue  me  a  cup  of  wine. 

1  You  mall  haue  wine  enough  my  L©:  anon. 
CU.  In  Gods  name  what  art  thou. 

2  A  man  as  you  arc, 

CU»  Bntnotas  Iam,royall. 

2  Noryouaswcare,  loyall. 

CU.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  lookes  are  humble. 

2  My  voice  is  now  the  Kings,  my  lookes  mine  owne» 

CU.  How  darkly*  and  how  deadly  doeft  thou  fpcake; 
Tell  me  who  are  you,  wherefore  come  you  hither? 

*Am.  To,  to,  to. 

CU.  Tomutthermc.       *Am.   I. 

CU-  You  (carccly  haue  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fcj 
And  therefore  cannot  haue  the  hearts  to  doe  it. 
Wherein  my  friends  haue  Ioffended  you  ? 

1  Offended  vs  you  haue  not,  but  the  King. 
CU.  I  fhalbe  rcconcild  to  him  againc- 

2  Neucr  my  Lo:  therfore  prepare  to  die. 

CU.  Are  you  cald  foorth  from  out  a  world  of  men 
To  flay  the  innocent?  what  is  my  offence. 
Where  are  the  euidence  that  doc  accufe  me: 
What  lawfuil  queft  haue  giucn  their  verdict  vp 
Vnto  the  frowning  Iudge,  or  who  pronounlt 
The  bitter  icntence  of  poorc  Clarence  death, 
Before  I  be  conuict  by  courfc  of  law  ? 
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To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  moff  vnlawfull: 
I  charge  vou  as  you  hope  to  haue  redemption,1 
Bv  ChriAsdeare  bloud  (Tied  for  our  grieuousfinnes, 
That  you  depart  and  lay  no  hands  on  me, 
T  he  deede  vou  vndertakc  is  damnable. 

1  "What  we  will  doe.  we  doc  vpon  command. 

2  A nd  he*  that  hath  commanded,  is  the  King. 
CUr.  Errcnious  VafTailc,  the  great  King  of  Kings* 

Hathm  the  tables  of  his  law  commanded^ 

That  thou  fhaltdoeno  murder,  and  wilt  thou  then 

Spume  it  his  edicl,  and  fulfill  a  mans? 

Take  herde,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hands* 

Tohurle  vpon  their  heads  that  brcake  his  law. 

2    And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  throw  on  thee. 
For  filfe  forivyearmg,  and  for  murder  too: 
Thou  didtt  receiuc  the  holy  facrament, 
Tofiglitinquarellorthehoufeof  Lancaffer. 

1  And  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God* 

Didft  breakc  thatvowe,  and  with  thy  rrcchercus  blade* 
Vnripft  the  bowels  of  thy  foueraignes  fonno 

2  Whom  ihou  wcrt  fworne  to  chenfh  and  defend. 
I    How  canff  thou  vrge  Gods  drcadfull  Law  to  ys, 

When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fo  dearc  degree? 

C U.  Alas,  for  whole  fake  did  Ithatill  deede, 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother*  for  his  lake: 
"Why  firs,  he  fends  yenot  to  murder  me  for  this* 
For  in  this  finne  he  is  as  dcepc  as  I : 
If  God  will  be  reuenged  for  this  decde* 
Take  not  the  quarrcll  from  his  powerful!  arme, 
He  needesno  indirect  norlawledecourfe, 
To  cut  ofFthofe  that  haue  offended  him. 

I    Who  made  thee  then  a  bloudy  rmniftcr, 
"When  gallant  fpimgmgbraue  Plantagcnet, 
That  Princely  Nouicc  wasftrokedeaaby  thee? 

CU<  My  brothers  louc,  the  d  iuell,and  my  rage. 
I     T  fry  brothers  louc,  the  diucll  and  thy  fault 
Haue  brought  vs*  hither  now  to  murder  thee 

CU>  Oh  ifyou  louc  my  brother,  hate  not  vac, 

lam 


ef  Richard  tie  third. 

I  amhis  brother,  and  I  loue  him  well: 
Ifyoube  hirdeformeede ,  go  backe  againe, 
And  I  will  fendyou  to  my  brother  Glocefter, 
Who  will  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Then  Edward  will  tor  ty  ding?  of  my  death. 

1    You  arc  deceiu'd^your  brother  Gloceftcr  hates  yon. 
CU.  Oh  no,  he  loues  me,  and  he  holds  me  dearc, 
Go  you  to  him  from  mc« 
,Am.  I  jib  we  will. 

CU.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  father  Yorke, 
Blcft  his  three  fonnes  with  his  victorious  armcr 
And  chargd  vs  from  his  foule,  to  loue  each  other, 
He  little  thought  of  this  deuided  friend  (hip. 
Bid  Gloceftcr  thinke  of  this,  and  he  will  weepe. 
sAm.  I,milftoncsashe  leffondvs  to  weepe. 
CU.  O  doc  not  (launder  himfor  he  is  kind, 

1  Right  as  fnow  in  harueft,  thou  dccciu'ft  thy  fclfe, 
Tis  he  hath  Cent  vs  hither  now  to  (laughter  thee. 

CUt  It  cannot  be?  for  when  Iparted  with  him, 
He  hugd  me  in  his  armes,  and  fworc  with  (bbs. 
That  he  would  labour  my  dcliuery. 

2  *  Why  (b  he  doth,  now  he  dcliuers  thee, 
From  this  woildsthraldome,  to  the  ioies  ofheauen, 

1  Makes  peace  with  God,  for  you  mult  die  myLo: 
CU.  Haft  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy  foule, 

To  counfell  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God ; 
And  art  thou  yet  to  thy  ownc  foule  (b  blinde, 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God,  by  murdring  me* 
Ah  firs,  confidet,  he  that  fet  you  on 
To  doe  this  deede, will  hatey  ou  for  this  decde. 

2  What  (hall  we  doe  ? 

CU.  Rclcnt.andlaueyourfbulcs. 
I    Relent,  tis  cowardly  and  womanift I 

CU.  Not  to  relent,  is  beaftly,  fauage,  diuclifh, 
My  friend, I  fpie  fome  pitty  in  thy  lookes: 
Oh  if  thy  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  (idc,and  intreat  for  me, 
A  begging  Prince,  what  beggcr  pittiesnot? 


TheTrdjredy 

1  I  thus,  and  thus:  if  this  wil  not  fcrue  I      HeJ}Ah  him* 
lie  chop  thee  in  the  malmefey  But,in  the  next  roomc. 

2  Aoloudy  deede  and  defperately  pcrformd, 
How  faine  like  Pilate  would  I  wafli  my  hand, 
Of  this  mod  grieuous  guilty  murder  done. 

1  Why  do  eft  thou  not  hclpe  me, 

By  heauens  the  Duke  (hall  know  how  flacke  thou  arc. 

2  I  would  he  knew  lhat  1  had  {aued  hi j brother. 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay, 

For  I  repent  me  that  the  Dukcisflaine.         Exit. 

%   So  doc  not  I,  go  coward  as  thou  art: 
Now  muft  I  hide  his  body  in  fome  hole, 
Vntill  the  Duke  take  order  fot  his  buviallr 
And  when  I  haue  my  mccde  I  muft  away, 
For  this  will  oufcand  here  I  muft  notftay.       Exeunt. 
Enter  King,  (±ue<nt,  H  affinity  Rynert,  Dorcet.r^-c, 

Kin.  So, now  f haue  doneagooddaiesworke, 
You  peeres  continue  this  vnited  league^ 
Ieueiy  day  expectan  Embaflagc 
From  my  redeemer  to  redecme  me  hence: 
And  now  in  peace  my  fbule  ftiall  part  from  heauen, 
Since  I  haue  fetmy  friends  at  peace  on  earth: 
Riucrsand  Haftings.  take  each  others  hand, 
Diffemble  not  your  hatred,  fwcarc  your  loue. 

BJu.  By  heauen,  my  heart  is  purgd  from  grudging  hatep 
And  with  my  hand  I  fealc  my  true  hearts  loue. 

Haft.  So  thrme  Iasltruely  fwcarc  the  like. 

Kin .  Take  heede  you  dally  not  before  your  K  ing, 
Leaft  he  that  is  the  fuprcme  King  of  Kings, 
Confound  your  hidden  falfliood  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  others  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fweare  perfect  loue. 

R/#.  And  I  ,as  I  loue  haftings  with  my  heart. 

Kin.  Madamcyour  felfe  are  not  exempt  in  this, 
Nor  your  fonDorfet ,  Buckingham  nor  you, 
You  haue  beene  factious  one  againft  the  other: 
Wife,  loue  Lo:  Haftings,  let  himkiflc  your  hand* 
And  what  you  doe,doc  it  vnfainedly. 
Q  Here  Haftings  I  wil  I  neucr  more  remember  Our 


§f Richard  the  third. 
Ow  former  hatred  Co  thriue  land  mine. 

D9r.  This  en terchangc  of  loue,  I  here  protefL 
Vpon  my  parr  malbe  vnuiolable. , 

H*\t.  And  fo  fweare  I  my  Lord.' 

Kin .  Nowprinccly  Buckingham  feale  thou  this  league 
With  thy  embracement*  to  my  wiucs allies 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  vnity. 

Buc.  When  cucr  Buckingham  doth  turne  hishate 
On  youor  yours,  but  with  all  duteous  loue  ' 

Doth  chenm  you  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate,  in  thofc  where  I  cxpc<5t  moftloue. 
When  Ihauc  mod  needc  to  imploy  a  friend 
And  moftaflured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Dcepe,  hollow,  trechcrous,  and  full'of  guile 
Be  he  vnto  me,  this  doe  I  beggc  of  God, 
When  I  am  coldmzrale  to  you  or  yours. 

Kin.  Apleafingcordiall  Princely  Buckingham, 
lsthisthyvowvntomy  fickly  heart: 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloccftcr  here 
To  make  the  perfect  period  of  this  peace,     Enter  Clocc/i 

Bhc.  AndmgooatimchcrecomcstherioblcDukc/  • 

GUk  Good  morrow  to  my  foueraigne  King  &  Quccnc. 
And  Princely  pecres,  a  happv  time  of  day  ^ccnc» 

Kin.  Happy  indecde  as  we  haue  fpent  the  day: 
brother  we  haue  douedeedesof  charity: 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fare  loue  of  hate, 
Betweenethefefwelhug wrong  infenced pecres. 

6/*.  A  blelTed  labour ,  ray  m0ft  foucriiirne  lie*e 
Among*  this  pnncely  heape,  ifany  here  * 
ty  falfe  Intelligence  01  wrong  furnnfe 
Hold  meafoe,ifI  ynwittingiy  or  ln    'g 
Haueought  committed  th.»tis hardly  bomt 
Byanyinthisprcfcnce,  Idefiie 
To  reconcile  me  to  hi;  friendly  peace, 
Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity 

1  hate  it,  and  dcfireall  good  mens  loue. 

2  %dam  l  int[catC  true  P^ceof you, 
WhichI will purchafc  with  my  dut.ous  feniice. 

Of 
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Ofyoumy  noble  Coofcn  Buckingham! 
If  euct  any  «udgc  were  logde  bctwccnc  y$. 
Of  you  Lo:  Riucrs,  and  Lord  Gray  ofyou,' 
That  all  without  defcrt  haue  frowndonme, 
Dukcs,Earlcs,Lords,  gentlemen,  indeed  of  all: 
I  doc  not  know  that  Englifh  man  aliue, 
With  whom  my  foulc  is  any  iotte  at  oddes , 
More  then  the  infant  that  is  borne  to  night: 
I  thauke  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Q£,  A  holy  day  fhall  this  be  kept  hereafter, 
I  would  to  God  all  ftrircs  were  well  compounded. 
My  foueraignc  liege  I  doe  befcech  your  Maicfty » 
To  take  our  brother  Clarence  to  your  Grace. 

do.  Why  Madame  ,  haue  Ioffred  louc  for  this, 
To  be  thus  fcorncd  in  this  royall  prefencc? 
W ho  knowes  not  that  the  noole  Duke  is  dead, 
You  doe  him  iniury  to  fcornc  his  corle. 

Ryu.  Who  knowes  not  he  is  dead?  who'knowes  he  is? 
Q*.  All  feeing  heaucn,  what  a  world  is  this? 
Bttcl^.  Looke  I  fo  pale  Lo:  Deriet  as  the  reft? 
Dor.  I  my  good  L:and  no  one  irt  this  pf  elence, 
But  his  red  coulcr  hath  forfookc  his  checkes. 
Kin.  Is  Clarence  dead,  the  order  was  reuerft. 
Gio.  But  he  poore  foule  by  your  full  order  died, 
And  that  a  winglcd  Mercury  did  beare, 
Some  tardy  cripplebore  the  cour»termaund> 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried: 
God  grant  that  fome  lefte  noble,  and  leiTc  loyall, 
Necrer  in  bloudy  thoughts,  butnotin  blond: 
Defcnie  not  wor(ethen  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  20  currant  from  fufpition.  "Enter  Dtrhy* 

Ddr.  A  boone  my  foueraignc  for  my  feruicc  done. 
Kin.  I  pray  thee  peace,  my  foulc  is  full  of  forrow. 
D*r.  I  will  not  rife  vnlclTe  your  highnefle  grant. 
Kin.  Then  fpeake at  once,  what  is  itthou  demaundft. 
D*r.  The  forfeit  foueraigne  ofmy  feruantslifc, 
Who  flew  to  day  a  riotous  gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolke. 

Kin.  Haue 


cfRkhard  the  third. 

\  Kin.  Haue  I  a  tongue  to  doomc  my  brothers  death, 

And  (hall  the  fame  giuc  pardon  to  a  flauc? 

My  brother  fle  w  no  man,  his  fault  was  thought, 

And  yet  his  punifhment  was  cruell  death. 

Who  fued  to  me  for  him?  who  in  my  rage, 

Knee  Id  at  my  fectc  and  bad  me  be  aduifde? 

Who  fpakc  of  Brotherhood?  who  of  loue? 

Who  told  me  how  the  poore  foulc  did  forfake 

The  mighty  Warwicke,  and  did  fight  for  me: 

W  ho  toldc  me  in  the  field  by  Teuxbcry, 

When  Oxford  had  me  downe,  he  refcucd  me, 

And  laid  deare  brother,  hue  and  be  a  King? 

Who  told  me  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 

Frozen  almoft  to  death,  how  he  did  lappe  me 

Eucninhis  owne  garments, and gaue  himfelfe 

All  thin  and  naked  to  the  numbcold  night? 

All  mi$  from  my  remembrance  bruti  (h  wrath 

Sinfully  puckt,  and  not  a  man  of  you 

Hadjfo  much  grace  to  putit  in  my  minde- 

But  when  your  carters,or  your  waighting  vaflailcs 

Haue  done  adrunken  (laughter, and  defaftc 

The  pretious  image  of  our  deare  Redeemer, 

You  (Wight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon  pardon. 

And  Ivniultly  too,  muftgrantit  you: 

Butfbr  my  brother,  nota  man  would  fpeakc* 

Nor  I  vngratious  fpcake  vnto  my  felfe» 

For  him  poore  foule:The  proudeft  ofyou  all 

Haue  beene  bcholdingto  him  in  his  life: 

Yet  none  ofyou  would  once  pleade  for  hislife: 

Oh  God  I  feare  thy  Iuftice  will  take  hold 

On  me,  and  you,  and  mine5  and  yours  for  this.         (Exit. 

Come  Hafhngs  help  me  to  my  clofctj  ohpootc  Clarence, 

g/c.  This  is  the  fruit  of  rafhnes:  marktyourrot 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  Queene, 
Lookt  pale  when  they  did  heare  of  Clarence  death? 
Oh  they  did  vrge  it  (fill  vnto  the  King, 
Godwillreucngeit.  Butcomeletsin 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company.  "Exeunt. 

E  Sntcr 
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tnter  Dutches  of York**  with  CUrence  Children. 

Boy,  Tell  me  good  Granam,  is  our  father  dead? 

£w.  No  boy.  (brca{t» 

Boy.  Why  doe  you  wring  your  hands,  and  beateyour 
And  cnej  Oh  Clarence  my  vnhappy  fonnc? 

Cerlt  Why  doe  you  looke  on  vs  and  fhakc  your  head, 
And  call  vs  wretchesj  Orphanes,caftawaiei» 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  ahue? 

Lnt.  My  pre  ty  Cofcns.you  mi  flake  me  much* 
I  doe  lament  the  hcknefTe  of  the  King: 
As  loth  to  loofc  him3notyour  fathers  death; 
It  were  loft  labourite  wcepc  for  one  thatsloit, 

Boy.  Then  Granamyou  conclude  that  he  isdead» 
TheKing  my  V nckie  is  Coo  blame  for  this: 
God  will  tcuenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  daily  praiers,  all  to  that  efTccl-. 

Dut.  Peace  child  renjpeace,the  King  doth  loue  you  w  el* 
Incapable  and  fnallow  innocents, 
You  cannot  gucfTc  who  caufde  your  fathers  death. 

Boy.  Granam  wc  can:  Vox  my  good  Vnckle  Gloceftcr 
Tould  mejtheKingprouokedby  the  Qycene, 
Z)cuifd  impeachments  to  imprifonhim: 
And  when  he  tould  me  foj  he  wept, 
And  hugd  me  in  his  anne,and  kindly  fcift  my  checke, 
And  bad  me  rely  on  him  as  in  my  father, 
And  he  would  loue  me  dcarely  as  his  child. 

Dut.  Oh  that  deceit  fhould  fteale  fuch  gentle  fhapesj 
And  witha  vertuousvifardhide  foule guile: 
He  is  my  fonr^yea^and  therein  my  mame: 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit 

Boy.  Thinke  you  my  Vnckle  diddtflcmble  Granam? 

Dut,  I  boy. 

Boy .  1  cannot  thinke  it,hark  what  noife  is  this.   Enter  the 

Q^  Oh  who  (hall  hinder  me  to  waile  and  weepe?  Q£fe. 
To  chidt  my  fortune,  and  torment  my  fclfe? 
He  ioinc  with  blacke  defpaire  againft  my  foule,, 
And  to  my  felfe  become  an  enemy . 

Dut.  Whatmcanes  thisfceane  of  rude  impatience. 

Q<u  To  make  an  acl  of  tragicke  violence ;  Ed- 


tf  Richard  the  third. 
Edward,  ray  Lord  your  forme  our  King  is  dead. 

Why  grow  thebranchcs,now  the  roote  is  withcrd? 

Why  wither  not  the  Icaues,  the  tip  being  gone? 

If  you  will  liue,  lament:  if  die,  be  brief?: 

Thatourfwiftwingedfoules  may  catch  theKin°-s, 

Or  like  obedient  (ubieftS;  follow  him 

To  hisnew  kingdome  of  perpetuall  reft, 
Lut.  Ah  fomuch  intereft  haue  I  in  thy  forrow* 

As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband:  ■ 

I  haue  bewept  a  worthy  husbands  death, 

And  liu'd  by  looking  on  his  images. 

Bntnow  two  mirrours  of  his  Princely  femblance, 

Are  crackt  in  pieces  by  malignant  death: 

And  I  for  comfort  haue  but  one  falfeglafle, 

Which  gricuesmewhenlfec  my  frame  in  him. 

Thou  art  a  widdow,  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 

And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee: 

But  death  hath  fnatcht  my  children  from  mincarrnes, 

Andpluckt  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  limmes 
Edward  and  Clarence,  Oh  whatcaufc  haue  I 
Then,being  but  moity  ofmy  gricfe, 
To  oucrgo  thy  plaints  and  drowne  thy  cries? 

Boy.  Good  Aunt,  you  wept  not  for  our  fathers  death, 
How  can  we  aide  you  with  our  kindreds  teares. 

Ctrl.  Our  fatherlefle  diftreflTe  was  left  vnmoand> 
Your  widdowes  dolours  like  wife  be  vnwept. 

Q£.  Giuemcno  help  in  lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  foorth  laments: 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  tomine  eies, 
That  I  being  gouernd  by  the  wstiy  moane, 
May  fend  foorth  plenteous  teares  to  drowne  the  world; 
Oh  formy  husband,  for  my  eirc  Lo:  Edward- 

^Amlto  Oh  for  our  father/for  our  deare  Lo:  Clarence. 

Dut.  Alas  for  both  ,  both  mine  Edward  and  Clarence." 

OH,  What  ftay  had  I  but  Edward,  and  he  isgone? 

**m.  What  ftay  had  we  but  Clarence, and  he  is  gone? 

£«*.   Whatflaicshadl  but  they,  and  they  are  gone? 

<k&  WasncuerWiddowjhadfodearcalofrc, 

E  2  Amho 
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iAmbe.  Was  neuer  Ophancs  had  a  dearer  lofle, 
Lv.  Was  ncucv  mother  had  a  dearer  lofle; 
Alas,  I  am  the  mother  of  thefc  mones, 
Their  woes  are  parceld,  mine  are  general!: 
She  for  Edward  weepes ,  and  Co  doc  I: 
Ifor  a  Clarence  wecpe,  fo  doth  not  (he: 
Thefe  babes  forClarence  wcepc>and  fodoel: 
Ifor  an  Edward  weepe,  Co  doe  not  they. 
Alas,  you  three  on  me  threefold  diltreit, 
Pourc  all  your  teares,  I  am  your  iorrowesnurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations.        Enter  G/octfl, 
(//.Madame  haue  comfort^al  or  vs  haue  caufe,   tiUh  otliers , 
To  waile  the  dimming  of  our  {Tuning  (tarre  : 
But  none  can  cure  then-  hartnes  by  wailing  them, 
Madame  my  mother,  I  doe  crie  you  mercy, 
Idid  not  fee  your  Grace5  hambly  on  my  knee 
I  craue  your  blcfVuig. 

Du.  6od blefTe thee,  and  put  meckenes  mthyminde? 
Loue,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duety. 

Oh.  Amen»and  make  me  dica  good  old  man, 
Thats  the  butr  end  of  a  mothers  bicGing: 
I  maruell  why  her  Grace  did  leaueit  out* 

Buck*  You  cloudy  Princes,  and  hart-forrowing  peeres 
That  beare  this  mutual  1  heauy  lode  ofmoane: 
Now  cheare  each  other,  in  each  others  loue: 
Though  we  haue  fpenr  our  haiueft  of  this  King, 
We  are  to  rcape  the  harueft  of  his  fonne: 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high  fwolne  hearts, 
But  lately  fplintcrd,  knit,  and  ioynd etogether, 
Muft  gently  be  prefem'd,  cherifnt  and  kept, 
Me  fecmeth  good  that  with  fome  little  traine, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  yongPrince  befbtcht 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crownd  our  King. 

Gfe.  Then  be  it  {b,  and  go  we  to  determine, 
Who  they  fhalbe  that  ftraight  (hall  poft  to  Ludlow: 
Madame,  and  you  my  mother  will  you  go. 
To  giue  your  cenfures  in  this  waignty  bufines, 
A*f*  "With  all  our  hearts.      Earowtf»4»,G/».Fwt 


of  Richard  the  third. 

Backs  My  Lord  who  cuei iourneies  to  the  Prince, 
For  Gods  fake  let  not  vs  two  (lay  behinde: 
For  by  the  way  He  fort  occafion, 
A?  index  to  the  (tory  we  late  talkt  of,  -r 

To  part  the  Quccnes  proud  kindred  from  the  King. 

Gl;  My  other  felfc,my  counfels  conflftory: 
My  Oracle,  my  Prophet,  my  dcarc  Cofen: 
I  like  a  childe  will  go  by  thy  direction: 
Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  we  will  not  ftay  behinde. 
Enter  two  Citti^ent . 
I  Cit.  Neighbour  well  mct>whitheraway  fofaft? 
a  Cit.  I  promife  you,I  fcarcely  know  my  felfe. 
1  Heare  you  the  newes  abroad? 
1    Ii  that  the  King  is  dead. 
I   Bad  newes  birlady,  fcldome  comes  the  better, 
Ifeare,l  fcarc,  twill  proouc  a  troublous  world.    Ent.ano- 
3  Cit.  Good  morrow  neighbours."  therCitt. 

Doth  this  newes  hold  ofgoodKing  Edwards  death? 
I  It  doth.  3  Then  matters  lookc  to  fee  a  troublous  world 
I  No  no,  by  Gods  »ood  grace  h  is  fonne  mall  raignc 
3  Woe  to  that  land  thats  gouernd  by  a  childe. 
1   In  him  there  isahope  of  goucrncment* 
That  in  his  nonage  counfcll  vnder  him, 
And  in  his  full  and  ripened  ycres  himfelfe, 
Nodoubtfliall  then,  and  till  then gouerne  well, 

1  So  ftoode  the  (tate  when  Harry  the  fixe 
Was  crownd  at  Paris,  but  at  ix.  moneths  oldc. 

3  Stoode  the  ftate  fo?  no  good  my  friend  not  (b, 
For  then  this  land  was  famoufly  enricht 
With  pollitikc  £raue  counfcll :  then  the  King 
Had  vcrtuous  Vncklcsto  protect:  his  Grace. 

2  So  hath  this^  both  by  the  father  and  mother. 

3  Better  it  were  they  all  carncby  the  father, 
Or  by  the  father  there  were  none  at  all; 

For  emulation  now,  who  mall  beneereft: 
Will  touch  vsall  too  neat  e,  if  God  prcuent  not, 
Oh  full  of  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Gloceltcr, 
And  the  Quecncs  kindred  hauty  and  proud, 
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And  were  they  to  be  rulde,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  hckly  land  might  folace  as  before. 

2  Come  come,  we  fcare  the worlr,all  (halbe  well, 

3  When  cloudesappeare*  wife  men  put  on  their  clokess 
When  great leaucs  fall,  the  winter  is  at  hand: 

When  the  funnc  fcts>  who  doth  not  looke  for  night: 
Vntinvfly  ftormes,  makemen  expeel a  darth: 
AH  may  be  well:  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
Tis  more  then  we  defeiue  or  I  expect 

1  Ti  uely  the  foules  ofmen  are  full  of  bread: 
Yee  cannot  almofl  reafon  with  a  man 

That  lookes  not  heauily>andfull  offeare. 

3   Before  the  times  of  change  (till  is  it  fo: 
By  a  d'uine  inftinct  mens  mindes  miftruft 
Enfuing  dangers,  as  by  proofe  we  fee* 
The  waters  we'll  before  a  boiftrousftorme; 
But  icaue  it  all  to  God;  whither  away? 

2  W  care  lent  for  to  the  Iuftice, 

g  And  fowasl,  He beare you  company,        Exeunt. 
Enter  Cardinail , Dutches  of  Torke,  Qnfce  youtigTorig. 

Car.  Laft  night  I  hearc  they  lay  at  Northhampton* 
AtStoniftratford  will  they  be  to  nighty 
To  morrow  or  next  day/hey  will  be  here. 

Dut.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  thePrince, 
I  hope  he  is  much  growen  fmce  laft  I  {aw  him, 

Q«;  But  I  heareno,  they  fay  my  (bnneof  Yorkc 
Hath  almoft  ouertane  him  in  his  growth. 

7 or.  I  mother,  but  I  would  not  haue  it  fo, 

Dut.  Why  my  young  Cofen  it  is  good  to  growe. 

Tor.  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  fitatfupper* 
My  Vnckle  Riuers  talkt  how  I  did  grow 
More  then  my  brother.l  quods  my  Nnckle  Glocefteri 
Small  herbes haue  grace,  great  weedes  grow  apace, 
A  nd  fince  me  thinkes  I  would  not  grow  fo  raft: 
Becaufe  fwecte  flowers  are  flow*  and  weedes  make  hafte. 

Dut.  Good  faith,  good  faith,the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him'that  did  obiect  the  fame  to  thee: 
He  was  the  wreichedft  thing  when  he  was  young, 

So 


of  Richard  the  third. 

So  long  a  gvowing,and  To  lehurcly, 

Thatif this  were  a rrue rule,  he fhould  be gratious. 

Car,   Why  Madame,  fo  no  doubt  he  is. 

Dttt.  I  hope  fctoo,  butyer  let  mothers  doubt. 

Tor.   Now  by  my  troth  if  I  had  beenc  remembred, 
I  could  haue  giutn  my  Vnckles  grace  a  flout,  mine. 

That  mould  hauc  neerer  toucht  his  growth  then  he  did 

D*t.  HowmypretyYorke?  Ipray  theeletme  hcareit. 

Tor.  Mary  they  fay3my  Vnckle  grew  fo  raft, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruflat  tvvohouresolde: 
Twasfull  two  yeares  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Granam  this  would  haue  heenea  biting icO. 

Dfft.  Ipray  thee  prery  Yovkc  who  toide  thee  fo. 

Tor.  Granam  his  nurie. 

J)Ht .  His  nurfei  why  me  was  dead  ere  thou  wertbome. 

Tor.   Iftwere  not  fh"c>  I  cannot  tell  who  tolde  me. 

qu^  A  perilous  boy,go  to,  you  arc  too  fhrewde. 

Car.  Good  Madame  be  not  angry  with  thechilde. 
g#.  Pitchers  haue  ear es.  UnterDorfet. 

Car,  Here  comes  your  fonnc,  Lo:M.  Dorfct. 
What  newes  Lo:  Marques? 

Dor,  Such  newes  my  Lo:  asgrieues  me  to  vnfolde. 

Q«,  How  fares  the  Prince? 

Lor,  Well  Madame,  and  in  health. 

DHt<  What  isthy  newes  then? 

Dor.  Lo:  Riuersand  Lo:  Gray  arc  Tent  to  Pomfrer, 
With  them*  Sir  Thomas  Vaugham  prifoners. 

But.  Who  hath  committed  them? 

Dor.  The  mighty  Dukes,  Glocefrer  and  Buckingham. 

Car,  For  what  offence. 

Dor.  Thefumme  of  all  lean,  I  haue  difclofed: 
Why  or  f°r  what,  thefe  nobles  were  committed, 
Isall  vnknowentomemy  gratiousLady. 

Qu^  Ay  me  Ifee  the  downfall  of  our  houie, 
The  tyger  now  hath  ceazd  the  gentle  hinie: 
Inful ting  tyranny  begmnes  toiet, 
Vpon  the  innocent  and  lawleiTcthroane: 
Welcome  defhuttion ,  death  and  maflacre, 

I  fee 
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I  fee  as  in  a  mappc  the  ende  of  all. 

Du.  Accurfcd  and  vnquict  wrangling  daiej^ 
How  many  of  you  haue  mine  cies  beheld? 
My  husband  loft  his  life  togetthecrowne, 
And  often  vp  and  downe  my  Comics  were  toft: 
For  metoiovand  weepc  their  gaine  and  loflc, 
And  being  fcated  and  domeitike  broiles, 
CTcancouerblownc  themfclucs.the  conquerours 
Make  warre  vpon  thcmfclues,bloudagain(t  bioud, 
Selfe  againft  fclfe,  O  prcpoiteroui 
And  frantikc  outrage,  endc  thy  damned  fplccne, 
Or  let  me  die  to  lookc  on  dearn  no  more. 

Q*.  Come  come  my  boy,  we  will  to  fan&uary: 

Dut.  He  eo  alongwith  you, 

QH;  Younaue  nocaufc- 

Car.  My  gratious  Lady  go, 
And  thither  beare  your  treafure  and  your  gbods, 
For  my  part,  lie  rcfignc  vnto  your  Grace 
The  fcale  I  kecpe,  and  fo  betide  to  me, 
As  well  Itendcryou  and  all  of  yours: 
Come  He  conduct  you  to  thefanftuary.  "Exeunt, 

TheTrumpets  found.  Enter  young  Trince]  the  Du^s  of  G/o- 
ce/kr3  and  Buckingham,  Cardinally  &*c.  (ber, 

Buc.  Welcome  fwectc  Prince  to  London  to  your  cham- 

c  lo.  Welcome  dearc  Cofen  my  thoughts fbueraigne, 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Trin.  No  Vncklc,  but  our  erodes  on  the  way 
Haue  made  ittedious,weariibm<*,and  hcauy: 
I  want  more  Vncklcs here  to  welcome  me. 

Glo.   Sweet  ePri  nee,  thevntainted  vcrtueofyouryercs, 
Hath  notyetdiucd  into  the  worlds  deceit: 
Nor  moie  can  you  difringuifhof  a  man, 
Then  of"  his  outward  fliew,  which  God  he  knowes, 
Scldomcorneucriumpcth  with  the  heart: 
Thofe  Vnckles  which  you  want,  were  dangerous, 
Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fugred  words, 
But  lookr  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts: 
God  keepe  you  from  them ,  and  from  fuch  falfe  friends. 

Trifi. 


ef  Richard  the  third, 

Tri.  GoeS  keepe  me  from  falfefnends>  but  they  wcr  none, 
Olot  M\  Lo,  the  Maior  of  London  comes  to  greeteyou. 

En:  er  Lord  Md,ior. 
LcM..  God  ble'Je  yourgrace  with  health  and  happy  daics. 

Trtn.  Ithankc  you  good  my  Lo:  and  thankeyoualb 
I  thought  my  mother,and  my  brother  Ycrke, 
Would  Ion  g  ere  this  hauc  met  vs  on  the  way: 
Fie,  what  a  flue,  is  HafHngs  that  he  comes  not 
Totcli  vs  whether  they  will  come,  or  no,      {fnttrlMsft. 

BucJ^  And  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  fweatinz  Lo: 

"PH.  Welcome  my  Lc:  what  wVil  our  mother  come? 

Ha(1.  On  what  occafion,  God  he  kriuwes.not  I: 
The  Quecneyour  mother  and  your  brother  Yorke 
Haue  taken  {anftuarytTlie  tenderPrince 
Would  faine  haue  come  with  me,  to  meet  e  your  Grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld. 

hue.  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peeuifh  courfe 
Is  this  of  hers  ?  Lo:  Cardinall  will  your  grace 
Perfwadc  theQueeneto  fend  thcDuke  of  Yorke 
Vnto  his  Princely  brother  prcfently* 
If  fbe  deny,  Le:  Haftingsgo  with  him, 
And  from  her  iealousarmes  pluckc  him  perforce. 

Car.  My  Lo:  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weake  oratory 
Can  fiom  his  mother  winne  the  Duke  of  Yorke, 
Anoneexpecl  him  here:  but  if  fhebe  obduiatc 
To  milde  entreaties,  Gcd  in  heauen  forbid 
Wefhould  infringe  the  holy  priuiledgc 
Of  blefTedfanduary,not  for  all  this  land, 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deepe  a  imne. 

"Buck;  You  are  toofencclcfic  obftmatemy  Lo: 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditionall: 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  grofTeiies  of  this  age. 
You  oreake  not  ian&uary  in  feazing  him: 
The  benefit  thereof  is  alwaies  granted 
To  thole  whole  dealings  haue  defcrude  the  place, 
And  thofe  who  hauc  the  wit  to  claime  the  place. 
ThisPiincchath  neither  claimed  it,nordcfcrucd  it. 
And  therefore  in  mine  ot)inion,cannot  hauc  it. 
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Then  taking  him  from  thence  that  is  not  there, 
Youbreakeno  priuiledgc  nor  charter  there: 
Oft:  hauc  I  heard  of  faudtuary  men, 
But  fanftuary  children  ncuer  till  now. 

Cur.  Mv  Lc:  you  (hall  ouerrulc  my  minde  for  once: 
Come  ob  L©:  Haftings  will  you  go  with  me? 
Hdfl.  IgomyLord. 

Trin.  Good  Lords  make  all  the  ipeedy  haft  you  mays 
Say  Vnckle  Gloccftcr,  if  our  brother  come, 
"Where  fhall  wefoiourne  till  our  coronation? 

c/«.  Where  it  feemesbeff  vntoyour  royall  fclfe; 
If  I  may  coupcell  you,(omc  day  or  two , 
Your  highucs  fhall  rcpofc  you  at  the  tower: 
Thenwhere  youpleafcand  fhalbe  thought  mod  fit 
For  your  beft  health  and  recreation. 

Trin.  I  doe  not  like  the  <;ower  of  any  place: 
Did  Julius  Caelar  build  lhat  place  my  Lord? 

Buc.   He  did,  my  gratious  Lo:  begin  that  place. 
Which  fince  fucceeding  ages  hauc  recdified. 

Trin.  Is  it  vpon  record,  or  els  reported 
Succcfsiuely  {romage  to  age  he  built  it? 
Buc.  Vpon  record  my  gratious  Lo: 
Tri.  Butfty  my  Lo:  it  were  not  regiftred, 
Me  thinkes  die  truth  fhould  liuefrom  age  toage» 
Auwcre  rctaildc  to  all  poftcrity, 
Euen  to  the  gcncrall  all-cndingday. 

Glo.  So,  wife,  fo  young,  they  lay  doc  neucr  Hue  long, 
Tri.  What  lay  you  Vncklc> 
Glo.  I  fay  without  characters  fame  Hues  long: 
Thus  like  the  formal  1  vice  iniquity, 
I  morallizctwo  meanings  in  one  word, 

Tri.  That  Iulius  Ccfar  wasa  famous  man, 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  fct  do  wnc  to  make  his  valure  liue: 
Death  makes  no  conqueft  of  this  conquerour, 
For  now  he  hues  in  fame  though  not  in  life: 
lie  tell  you  what  my  Cofen  Buckingham. 
Buc .  W  hat  my  gratious  Lord? 

Trin. 


if  Richard  the  third* 

Trh%  Andiflliucvntilirbeaman, 
He  winne  our  auncicnt  right  in  France  againe, 
Or  die  a  (buldicr  as  I  liudc  a  King. 
Glo,  Short  fummcrs  lightly  haue  a  forward  fpringJ 

"Enter  young  Yorke,  Rafting,  Cardinal. 
Buc.  Now  in  good  time  here  comes  the  Duke  of  Yorkc* 
frL  Rich,  of  Yorke  how  fares  our  louing  brother? 
Yor.  Well  my  dread  Lo:  fo  mull  I  call  you  now. 
Tri.  Ibrothcr  to  our  gviefc  as  it  is  yours: 
Too  late  he  died  that  mighthaue  kept  that  title. 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loft  much  maiefry . 
Glo .  How  fares  our  Co(en  noble  Lo:  of  Yorke? 
Yor.  T  thankc  you  gentle  Vncklc.  OmyLo: 
You  (aid  that  idle  weedesare  raft  ingrowth: 
The  Prince  my  brother  hath  outgrowenrncrarrc. 
do.  He  hath  mv  Lo: 
Tor.  Andthcrforeisheidlc? 
Glo.  Oh  mv  faire  Co(en,  I  muft  not  fay  fo. 
Tor.  Then  he  is  more  beholding  to  you  thenl. 
Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  foueraigue, 
But  you  haue  power  in  me  as  in  a  kinfeman. 
Tor,   I  pray  you  Vncklegiuc  me  this  dagger; 
Glo.  My  dagger  little  Cofcn.withall  my  "neart.' 
.Tr/.  A  begger  brother? 
Yor.  Of  my  kind  Vnckte  that  I  know  willgiue, 
And  being  but  a  toy,which  is  uo  griefe  to  giue. 
Glo,  A  greater  gitt  then  that,  lie  giuc  my  Cofen. 
Yor.  A  greater  gift,  O  that*  the  fword  to  it. 
Glo t  I  gentle  Coicn,  were  it  light.enough. 
Yor.  O  then  I  fee  you  will  part  but  with  light  gifts, 
In  weightier  things  youle  fay  a  begger  nay. 
Glo.  Itistoohcauy  for  your  Grace  to  wcare. 
Yor.  I  weigh  it  lightly  were  it  heauicr. 
do.   What  would  you  haue  my  weapon  little  Lord? 
Yor.  I  would.that  I  might  thanke  you  as  you  call  me. 
Glo.  How?     Tor.  Little. 
Trt.  My  Lo:  of  Yorke  will  (till  be  crofTe  in  talkc: 
Ynckle  your  grace  knowes  how  to  bearc  with  him. 
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Tor.  Yourr.eane  to  bcarc  me  ,not  to  bcare  with  nacr 
Vnckle,  my  brother  mockcs  both  you  and  me, 
Becaufe  that  lam  little  like  an  Ape, 
He  trhinkes  that  you  fhould  beaueme  on  your  fhoulderi. 

Bucki  With  what  a  fharpc  prouided  wit  he  reafons, 
Tomittigatethe  fcorne  hegiueshis  Vncklcj 
tie  pretely  and  ap:iy  taunts  himfclfc, 
So  cunning  and  fo  young  is  wonderfull. 

clo.  IV ly  Lo:  wilt  pleafe  you  paiTe along, 
My  felfe  and  my  good  Coofen  Buckingham* 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  enU'cateof  her, 
To  meetcyeuatthe  tower,  and  welcome  you* 

Tort  What  will  you  go  vnto  the  tower  my  Lo? 

Prin.  My  Lo:proteclor  needes  will  haueit  fo. 

Tor,  1  (hail  not  ileepe  in  quiet  at  the  tower. 

Glo,  Why, what  mould  you  feare? 

Tor.  Mary  my  Vnckle  Clarence  angry  ghoft: 
My  Granam  tolde  me  he  was  muidrcdthere. 

Tri.  1  feare  no  Vnckles dead. 

Clo.  Nor  none  that  lrue,l  hope. 

TV/    And  ii  they  liue»I  hope  I  neede  not  feare: 
But  come  my  Lo:  with  a  hcauv  heart 
Thinking  on  them,  go  1  vnto  the  tower. 

Exeunt  Vrin.Tor.  Ha/I.jjorfmantt  .^tch.  Buck, 

Buc.  Thmkc  you  my  Lo:  this  little  prating  Yorke, 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtile  mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorne  you  thus  opprobrioufly? 

c!o.  No  doubt ,no  Joubtj  Oh  tisapcriliousboy, 
Bold,quicke,  ingenious,  forward, capable, 
He  is  all  the  mothers,  trom  the  top  to  toe 

Bhc.  Well,  let  them  reft:  Come  hither  Catesby, 
Thouartfworneasdeepely  to  effeft  what  we  iutend, 
A$  clofcly  toccn<~cale  what  we  impart. 
Thou  knoweft  out  reafons  vrgdc  vponthc  way: 
Whatthinkeft  thou?  is  it  notaneauc  matter 
To  make  William  Lo:  Haihrigsofourmindc> 
For  the  inltulernait  of  this  noble  Duke, 
In  the  icate  royall  of  this  famous  ile? 

Cdtep 


$f  Richard  the  third, 

Catef.  He  for  his  fathers  (akefol©ues  the  Prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  wonne  to  ought  againfr  him. 
Buck.  What  thinkeft  thou  then  of  Stanley  what  will  he? 
Cdt.  He  will  doe  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth. 
B«d^  Well  then  no  more  but  this: 
Go  gentle  Catesby ,  and  as  it  were  a  farre  off. 
Sound  chouLc:  Haft mgs,  how  he  fUnds  affefted 
Vntc  our  purpofe,  if  he  be  willing, 
Encourage hiin,  and  (hew  him  all  ourrcafons: 
lfhc  be  leaden,  icic,  cold,  vnwilling,, 
Be  thou  fo  too :  and  fo  brealce  off)  our  talkc, 
And  giuc  vs  notice  othis  inclination: 
For  we  to  morrow  hold  dcuidcdcounfels, 
Wherein  thy  felfc  (halt  highly  be  emploicd. 

Clo,  Commend  me  to  Lo:  William, tell  him  Catesby, 
His  auncicnt  knot  of  dangerous  aducrfories 
Tomorrow  are  IetbloudatPomrretCaftle, 
Andbid  myfriendrbrioyofthis  good  newes, 
Giue  JVlifrrciTc  Shore,  one  gentle  kifie  the  more. 
Buck,  Good  Cafesby  efTrtl  thisbufincsfoundly. 
Cat.  My  good  Lo:  both,  with  all  the  heede  I  may. 
Clo.  Shall  we  hcare  from  you  Catesby  ere  we  flccpe? 
Cat.  You  mall  my  Lord. 

Clo.  At  Crosby  place  there  fhall  you  finde  vs  both. 
Buc.  Now  my  Lo:what  fhall  we  doe,ifwcperceiue 
William  Lo:  Haftings  will  notyecld  to  our  complots? 
Glo.  Chop  of  his  head  mamfomewhat  we  will  doe, 
And  looke  when  1  am  King,  claime  thou  of  me 
The  Earledomc  of  Hereford  and  the  moucablcs, 
Whereof  the  King  my  brother  ftood  poffeft . 
Buc .  Ueclaime  that  promife  at  your  Graces  hands. 
g/o.  And  loolce  to  hauc  ityceldcd  with  ail  willmgnes: 
Come  let  vsfuppe  betimes,  thatafter wards 
We  may  digeft  our  complots  in  fome  forme.       Zxettnt, 
Enter  a  Meffcn^er  to  Lo:  Hajt/ngs. 
Uef.  What  ho  my  Lord. 
Ha/?.  Who  unockes  at  the  dore. 
Mf/?.  A  meiTengcr  from  the  Lo: Stanley.   Enter  L.Haf}- 
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Haft.   Whatsaclocke? 
Mf//:    Vpon  the  ftroke  offoure. 
Ha}}.    Cannot  thy  Matter  fleepe  thefe  tedious  nights? 
Mfjf.  So  it  fhouid  fecme  by  that  I  haue  to  (ay : 
Fir  ft  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  Lordfhip. 

U*ft.  And  then,     Mep  And  then  he  fends  you  word. 
He  dreamt  to  night  the  beare  had  rafte  hisheline: 
Bdldcs^he  faies  there  are  two  councels  held, 
And  that  may  be  determined  at  the  one, 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  re  we  at 'the  other, 
Therefore  ke  (ends  to  know  your  LoixUhips  plcafurcr  j 
Ifprefently  you  will  take  hoife  with  him, 
Andwith  all  fpcede  polt  into  the  North, 
TofhunthedanKerthathisfoulediuines. 

Hafl.  Go  fellow  go,  returnc  vnto  thy  Lord, 
Bid  him  notfeare  the  feperated  counfels: 
His  honour  and  my  felfeare  at  the  one» 
And  at  the  other,is  my  feruant  Catesby? 
Where  nothing  can  proccedethattouchethvs, 
Whereof  I  fliall  not  haue  intelligence. 
Tell  him  his  reares  are  (hallow,  wanting  inftancc. 
And  for  his  dreames,  I  wonder  he  is  fo  fond, 
To  trufr  the  mockcty  of  vn^iet  (lumbers, 
To  flie  the  boare,  before  the  boare  purfucs  v& 
Were  to  incenle  the  boare  to  follow  vs, 
And  make  purfuite  where  he  did  meaneno  chafe: 
Go  bid  thy  Matter  rife  and  come  to  me, 
Ami  we  will  both  together  to  the  tower, 
Wrherc  he  (hall  fee  the  boa^c  will  vfe  vs  kindely . 
Mejf.  My  gratiom  Lor  lie  tell  him  what  you  fay.      Enter 
Cat.  Many  g,ood  morrowes  to  mynoble  Lo:         (Catcf. 
Hafl.  Good  morrow  Catesby.  youare  early  ftirring, 
AVhatnewes  what  newes,  in  this  our  tottering  ftate* 

Cat.  It  is  a  reeling  world  indcedem.y  Lo: 
And  1  beleeue  it  will  ncucr  ttand  vpright, 
Till  Richard  weare  the  garland  of  the  Realmc. 
Haft.  Howe?  weare  the  garland?  docft  thou  mcanc  the 
Cat.   Imv  good  Lord.  (crownc? 
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rlafl.  lie  hauc  this  crowncof  mine ,  cut  from  my  Choul- 
Eie  1  will  fee  the  crow ne  Co  foule  mifplafte :  (ders 

But  canft  thouguelfc  that  he  dothaime  at  it. 

Cat.  Vpon  iny  lire  my  Lo.-and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Vpon  his  party  for  the  gainc  thereof 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  newes, 
That  this  fame  very  day,  your  enemies, 
The  kindred  of  the  Qucene  mult  die  at  Pomfrec. 

Haft .  Indccde  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  nevves, 
Becaufcthcyhauebecne  fhll  mine  enemies: 
But  that  lie  giue  my  voice  on  Richards  fide, 
To  barre  my  Maflcrs  heires  in  true  difcent, 
God  knowesl  will  not  doeit  to  the  death. 

Cat.  God  kecpe your  Lordfliip  inthatgratiousmindc. 
Ha/}.  But  I  flialllaugliatthisatwclucmonthhence* 
That  they  who  brought  me  in  rny  Matters  hate, 
I  hue  to  looke  vpon  their  tragedy: 
ItellthecCatcsuy.     Cat.  What  my  Lord? 

Ha/l.  Ere  a  fortnight  make  me  elder, 
He  tend  fome  packing,  that  yet  thinkc  not  an  it. 
Cat.  Tisa  vile  thmg  to  die  my  gratious  Lord> 
When  men  are  vnprepard  and  looke  not  for  it. 

Ha/}.  O  Monftious  monilrous,  and  fbfals  it  out 
With  Riuers,  Vaughan,  Gray>  and  Co  twill  doc 
With  fome  men  els,  who  thinkc  themfclues  asfafe 
As  thou,  and  I,  who  as  thou  knoweCV  arcdearc 
To  Princely  Richard>  and  fo  Buckingham. 

Cat.   The  Princes  both  make  high  account  ofyou, 
For  they  account  his  head  vpon  the  bridge. 
Haft.   I  know  they  doc,  and  Ihauewell  deferued  it. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley. 
What  my  Lo:  where  is  your  boare-  (pcare  man? 
Fcare  you  the  boare  and  go  To  vnprouided? 

Stan.  My  Lo:  good  morrow:  good  morrow  Catcsby: 
You  may  ieft  on:  but  by  the  holy  ioodc. 
I  doc  not  like  thefc  fcuciall  counccls  1. 

II  aft.  My  Lo:  1  hould  my  life  as  deare  asyou  doe  yours, 
And  ncuer  in  my  life  I  doc  protff ft , 
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Was  it  m  ore  p retious  to  me  then  it  is  now: 
Thinke  you,  but  that  I  know  cur  flate  fecurr, 
I  would  be  To  triumphant  as  lam  i  (don, 

Stan.   The  Lords  at  Pomfrct  when  they  rode  from  Lon- 
Were  iocund,and  fuppofde  their  (rates  was  furc> 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  tomifrruft: 
But  yet  you  fea  how  fbone  thedayoucrcaft. 
This  fodaine  fcab  of  rancour  1  snHcloubt, 
Pray  God,  I  fay,Iprouc  a  needelefle  coward: 
But  come  my  Lo:  mail  we  to  the  tower? 

Haft.  I  go:  but  (tay  j  heare  you  uot  the  newes. 
This  day  thofe  men  you  talkt  of,  are  beheaded. 
Std.  They  for  their  truth  might  better  weare  their  heads, 
Then  fomcthat  haue  accufde  them  weare  their  hats: 
Bur  come  my  Lo:  let  vs  away.  Enter  FTaflin. 

Haft  Go  you  before,  He  follow  prefently .     (a  Vurfiuant. 
Haj}.  Well  met  Hafhngs,how  goes  the  world  with  thec? 
*Pur.  The  better  that  itplcafe  your  Lo:  to  askc. 
ffi/l,  1  tell  thee  fellow  tis  better  with  me  now. 
T  hen  when  I  met  thee  lad  where  now  we  mcetc: 
Then  was  Igoingprifoner  to  the  towert 
By  thefuegeftion  ofrhc  Que enes  allies: 
But  now!  tell  thee  (keepe  it  to  thy  fclfe.) 
T  his  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  to  death. 
And  Iin  better  fratc  then  cuer  I  was. 
Tur.  God  hold  it  to  your  honors  good  content. 
HaJ}.  Gramcrcy  HaOingshold  fpend  thou  that,Hcgfuet 
"Pur.  God  (aue  your  Lordftiip.  {him  his  pur fe. 

Haft.  What  Sir  Iohn,you  are  wel  met,     {Enterapricft. 
lam  beholding  to  you  for  your  laftdaiesexcrcifc: 
Come  the  next  fabaoth  and  I  ml  1  contenty ou .    He  lohif- 
enter  Buckingham.  (  pen  in  his  tare. 

Buc.  How  now  Lo:Charaberlainc,what  talking  witha 
Your  friends  at  Pomfretthcy  doe  need  theprieft  (pricft, 
Your  honour  hath  no  fhriuing  worke  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man, 
Thole  men  you  talke  of  came  into  my  mindc: 
What,go  you  to  the  tower  mv  Lord? 

Mb 


cf  Richard  the  third. 

Euckc  I  doe,  but  long  I  (hall  not  {fay, 
I  ftiall  rcturnc  before  your  Lordfliip  thence^ 
H*ft.  Tis  like  enough,  for  I  {lay  dinner  there. 
Buckt  And  fupper  too,  although  thou  knoweft  it  not: 
Come  (hall  wc  go  alon^J  'Exeunt, 

"Enter  Sir  RjckardRatltjfe,  withtht  Lo:  Kiuers, 
Gr*y  yandyAughan  ,prJfoners. 
Rati.  Come  bring  foorth  the  prilbners, 
Ryu.  Sir  Richard  RathfTc  let  me  tell  thee  this: 
Today  flialtthoubeholdafubiecldie, 
For  rruth,fbr  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Gray.  God  keepe  the  Prince  from  all  the  packc  of  you: 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  bloudfuckers. 

Ryu.  O  PomfretPomfret*  Oh  thou  bloudy  prifon, 
Fatall  and  ominous  to  noble  peercs. 
Within  the  guilty  clofureof  thy  vvals 
Richard  the  fecond  here  was  hackt  to  death: 
And  for  more  {launder  to  thy  difmall  foule, 
Wegiue  thee  vp  our  guiltlcflc  blouds  to  drinkc. 

Gray.   Now  Margarets  curfc  is  falne  vpon  our  heads; 
For  (landing  by  >  when  Richard  ftabd  her  {bnne. 

RJu.  Then  curft  the  Haftings,  then  curft  ihc  Bucking- 
Then  curft  {he  Richat  d.Oh  remember  God,  (ham: 
To  hcare  her  praicrs  for  them  as  now  for  vs, 
And  for  my  fiftcr,  and  her  princely  Tonne.* 
Be  jatisfied  dears  God  with  our  true  blouds, 
Which  as  thou  knoweft  vniuftly  mud  be  fpilt. 
Rat.  Come  ccme  di(patch,  the  limit  ofyour  line«  is  out. 
Ryu.  Come  Gray,  come  Vaughan,  let  vs  al  1  imbrace 
And  take  our  leaue  vntill  wc  meetc  in  hcauen.        6 xeunt. 
Enter  the  Lords  to  Conner  11. 
Haft.  My  Lords  at  once  the  caufc  w  hy  we  are  met, 
Is  to  determine  of  the  coronation: ' 
In  Gods  name  fay,  when  is  this  loyall  day? 
Bmc.  Are  all  things  fitting  for  that  royall  time? 
Dar.   It  is, and  wants  but  nomination. 
Ryu.  To  morrow  then*  I  gueffc  a  happy  time. 
Bmc.  Who  knowes  the  Lo:  protectors  mind  herein? 
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Who  is  mod  inwa  d  with  the  noble  Duke. 

Bi.  Why  you  my  Lo:  me  thinks  you  mould  (boneft  know 

luc.  Who  I  my  Lo?  wc  know  each  others  faces:  (his  mind 

But  tor  our  hat  ts,he  knowes  no  more  of  mine, 

Then  I  ofyours:  nor  Ino  more  ofhis,  then  you  of  mine: 

Lo:  Hafhngbyou  and  he  are  neere in  loue. 

Hdft.  1  thanke  his  Grace>I  know  he  iouesme  well: 
But  for  htspurpofe  in  the  coronation: 
I  haue  not  founded  him  not  he  deliucrd 
His  Graces  pleasure  any  way  therein: 
But  you  my  noble  Lo:  may  name  the  time, 
And  in  the  Dukes  behalrejlc  giue  my  voice, 
Which  I  preiumc  he  will  take  in  Gentle  part. 

Bijh.  Now  i n good  time  here  coinestht  Duke  himfelfc. 
Clo.  My  noble  L.  and  Cofens  all, good  morrow,    (Snt.Glo. 
Ihauebccne'onga  deeper,  but  I  hope 
My  abfencc  doth  neglect  no  great  defigncs, 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  haue  been  concluded. 

Bttc.  Had  not  you  come  vponyour  kew  my  Lo: 
WiiliamL:  Hal  tings  had  now  pronounlryour  part: 
Imeaneyour  voic^  forcrowmngofthcKing. 

Clo.  Than  my  Lo:  Haflrings  no  man  might  be  bolder, 
His  Lord  (hip  knowes  me  well.,  and  loues  me  well. 

Hajh  Ithankc  your  Grace. 

Clo.  MyLo;ofElie>     Bijb.  My  Lo: 

Glo.    When  1  was  la  It  in  Holborne: 
1  fawgood  frrawbernes  in  your  garden  there, 
I  decbefeech  ycu  fend  for  fome  ofthem. 

BtpJ.  I  go  my  Lord. 

Glo.  Ccfcn  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you: 
Carcsby  hath  founded  Halvings  in  our  bu  fines, 
And  findesthetefty  Gentleman.fo  hoat, 
As hcwillloofehis head  care giueconfent, 
His  Matters  fonneas  woi  fhipful"  he  termes  it, 
Sha  1  loofc  the  roialty  of  Englands  throane. 

Buc.  Wirhdiawyou  hence  my  Lo:I?c  follow  you.  Ex  Gl4 

D4r.    We  haue  not  yet  fetdowne  this  day  of  triumph. 
To  morrow  in  mine  opinion  is  too  fodainc: 

For 
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For  I  my  (clfc  am  not  Co  well  prouided,  Enter  B. 

Asclsl  would  beswerc  the  day  prolonged.  of  Eh 

By,  Where  b  my  L-protedorJ  hauc fc.it  tor  thefe  lit  awbe- 
&4.  HisGracclookeschcerfully  and  fmooth  today,    fries. 
Thercs  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well,         ' 
When  he  doth  bid  good  morrow  with  fucha  fpirit. 
I  thmkc  there  is  ncueraman  inchrtftendome, 
Thaccan  Icflcr  hide  his  louc or  hate  then  he; 
For  by  his  face  (traight  fhall  you  know  his  heart. 

Dar.  TVhat  of  his  heart  pcrceiue  vou  in  his  face, 
Byany  likelihood  he  (hewed  today? 

**«/*•   Mary,that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended, 
toi-  if  he  were,  he  would  haue  fhewen  it  in  his  lookes 
Bar.  I  pray  God  he  be  not,  I  fay .  Enter  Glocefter', 

Glo.  I  pray  youall,  what  doe  they  deferue, 
That  doc  confpirc  my  death  with  diuelifh  plots, 
Ofdamned  witchcraft,  and  that  hauepreuaild, 
Vpon  my  body  with  their  helhth  charmes? 

Haft.  T  he  tender  louc  I  beare your  grace  my  Lord, 
Makes  memoft  forward  in  this  noble  pretence 
To  doome  the  offenders  whatfocuer  they  be:  ' 
I  fy  my  Lo:  they  hauc  deferued  death.  " 

Glo.  Then  beyoureiesthc  witiietTe  of  this  ill, 
See  how  lam  bewitcht, behold  mine  arme 
Is  likeablafted  fapling  withered  vp. 
This  is  that  Edwards  wife,  that  monftrous  witch, 
Comortcd  with  that  harlot  {trumpet  Shore. 
That  by  their  witchcraft,  thus  haue  marked  me. 
Hajl.  If  they  hauc  done  this  thing  mv  gratious  Lo: 
Glo.  If,thou  proteftor  of  this  damned  ftrurapct, 
Tclft  thou  me  of  iffestthou  ait  a  traitor. 
Off  with  his  head. Now  by  Saint  Paule, 
I  will  not  dine  to  day  I  fwcare, 
Vntill  I  fee  the  fame.forne  fee  it  done, 
1  he  reft  that  loue  me,come  and  follow  me.      exeunt. manct 
Ha.  Wo  wo  for  England,not  awhit  for  me:     Utwith  Ha, 
ror  I  too  fond  might  hauc  preuentcd  this: 
Stanley  did  drcamc  the  boarc  did  race  his  helme, 
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But  I  difdaind  it,  and  did  fcorne  to  flie, 

Three  timestoday,myfootedoth  horfc  did  {tumble, 

And  fbrtled  when  he  looktvpon  the  tower, 

As  loa:h  tobeare  mc  to  the  flaughtcrhoufe. 

Oh>now  I  want  the  Pried  that  {pake  to  me, 

I  now  repent  I  tolde  the  Purfiuant, 

As  tw ere  trium  phing  at  mine  encmi cs: 

How  they  at  Pomfrct  bloudily  were  butcherd* 

And  I  rov  fclfefccute  in  grace  and  fauour: 

Oh  Margaret  Margaret:  now  thy  heauy  curfe, 

Is  lighted  on  poore  Haftings  wretched  head. 

Cat.  Difpatchmv  Lo:  the  Duke  would  be  at  dinner: 
Makea  fhort  ilirift,  he  longs  to  (ec  your  bead. 
Haft.  O  momertary  ftate  of  worldly  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  tor,  then  the  grace  ofheaucn: 
Whobuildeshishopesin  aire  ofyour  fairc  lookes, 
Ijues  like  a  drunken  fayler  on  a  maft, 
Ready  with  euery  nod  totumbledownc 
Into  the  fatall  bowels  of  the  deepe. 
Come  leade  me  to  the  blockc,  bcare  him  my  head, 
They  fmileatmethatfhortly  fhalbcdead.  Exeunt. 

Enter  DnkeofG/acefter  and  Buckingham  in  armonr. 
Glo.  Come  Cofen.canft  thou  quake  and  change  thy  co- 
Murrher  thy  breath  in  middle  ofa  word,  Qo\lt>. 

And  then  beginnc  agame,and  ftop  againe, 
As  if  thou  wcrt  dill  raught  and  mad  with  terror. 

Bmc.  Tutfearenotme. 
lean  counterfait  the  deepe  Tragedian: 
Speake,and  lookc  backe,andpric  on  cuery  fide: 
Intending  deepe  fufpition,  gaftiy  lookes 
Are  at  my  feruicehkeinforced  (miles, 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices 
To  grace  my  Itrata^ems.  Enter  Maior, 

do.   Here  comes  the  Maior. 
Bhc.  Lctmealonctocntertainchim.  Lo:  Maior, 
Glo.    Looke  to  the  drawbridge  the  re- 
TStic.  The  rcafon  we  haue  ientforyou. 
Glo,   Catcsby  oucrlookcthewals. 
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fuck,  Harkc,Iheareadrummc. 

do.  Lookc  backe,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buc.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  vs.      Inter  Catesby 

Clo.  CC^bequict/itisCatesby,  with  Haft  food. 

Cat.   Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor, 
The  daungcrous  and  vnfufpeftedHaftings. 

Glo .  So  dearc  I  lou'd  the  man,  that  I  mud  weepc: 
I  rooke  him  for  the  plained  harmelcfle  man, 
That  breathed  vpon  this  earth  a  chriflian, 
LookeyemyLorMaior. 
Made  him  my  booke,  wherein  my  fbule  recorded, 
The  hiftory  of  all  her  fecret  thoughts: 
So  frnoothc  he daubd  his  vice  with  (hew  of vertue, 
That  his  appaTant  open  guilt  omitted: 
I  mcanc  his  conuerfation  with  Shores  wife. 
He  laid  from  all  attainder  of  fufpeft. 

Buck^  Wei  1  well ,  he  was  the  couertCr  flieltred  traitor 
Thateuer  liu'd,  would  you  haue  imagined, 
Or  almoft  belecue,  wert  not  by  great  prefcruation 
We  hue  to  tell  it  you?  Thefubtilc  traitor 
Had  this  day  plotted  inthecouncell  houfc. 
To  murder  me, and  mv  good  Lord  of  Glocefler. 

Maior.  What,  had  he  fo* 

Glo.  Whatthinkc  you  we  are  Turkes  or  Infidels, 
Orthat  we  would  againft  the  forme  oflawc, 
Proceedethusrauhlytothcvilbuiesdeath, 
But  that  the  extreame  pcrill  of  the  cafe, 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  perfons  lafcty 
Inforrt  vs  to  this  execution. 

M a.  Now  fairc  befall  you,  he  deferucd  his  death, 
And  you  my  good  Lords  both,  haue  well  proceeded 
To  warne  fal  fe  traitoursfrom  the  like  attempts: 
£fleuer  lookt  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  Miftrefle  Shore. 

Dut .  Yet  had  not  we  determined  he  fliould  die, 
Vntill  your  Lordfhip  came  to  fee  his  death, 
Which  now  the  longing  haftc of  thefeour  friends, 
Somewhat  againft  our  meaning  haue  prcucntcd, 
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B cca life,  ray  Lord,  we  would  ha uc  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpealec,  and  timeroufly  coufclle 
The  maner,and  the  purpofc  of  his  tveafon, 
That  you  might  well  h^ue  fignified  the  fame 
Vntothc  Citizens,  who  happily  may 
Mifconfter^s  in  him,and  wayle  his  death. 

Ma.  But  my  good  Lord,  your  graces  word  (hall  feme 
As  well  as  I  had  fcene  or  heard  him  fpeake, 
And  doubt  you  not,  right  noble  Princes  both, 
But  He  acquaint  your  dutious  citizens, 
"With  all  youriuft  proceedings  in  this  caufe. 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wilht  your  Lordfhip  here 
To  auoyde  the  carping  cenfures  of  the  world. 

Buc .  But  fincc  you  come  too  late  of  our  i  ntents, 
Yet  witneffe  what  we  did  intend,  and  fo  my  Lord  adue. 

do.  Arter,aftcr,coofin  Buckingham,        Exit  Mafor. 
The  Maior  towards  Guildhall  hies  h<m  in  all  poft, 
There  at  your  meet  ft  aduantage  of  the  time, 
Inferre  the  bafbrdy  of  Edwards  children: 
Tell  them  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  Cittizcn, 
Oncly  for  laying  he  would  make  hisfonne     , 
Heireto  the  Crowne,  meaning  (indecde)  hishoufc, 
Which  by  the  figne  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreouer,  vrgc  hishatefull  luxurie, 
And  beftiall  appetite  in  change  of  lu(t, 
Which  ftrctched  to  thcyr  feruants,daughter&,wiucs, 
Euen  win  :e  his  luftfull  eye,  or  fauage  heart 
Without  control!  lifted  to  make  his  prey: 
Nay  for  a  necde  thusfarre,  come  neere  my  peHbn, 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  mother  went  with  childc 
Of  that  vnfatiatc  Edward;  noble  Yorke 
My  princely  father  then  had  warres  in  Fraunce, 
And  by  iuft  computation  ofthe  tyme 
Found/hat  the  iflue  was  not  his  begot, 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  Duke  my  rather; 
But  touch  this  fparingly  as  it  were  farre  ofF> 
Bccaufe  you  know*  my  Lord,  my  mother  Hues. 
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Hick.  Fcare  not,  my  Lord*  lie  play  the  Orator 
As  if  the  golden  fee  for  which  I  pleadc 
Were  for  my  felfe. 

g/o.  It  you  thriue  wcll,bring  them  to  Baynards  caftle, 
Where  you  fhall  finde  me  wcllaccompanyed, 
Wyth  reuerend  fathcrsand  well  learned  Bifhops. 

Buc.   Abe  ut  th  ree  or  fourc  a  clockc  look  to  hearc 
What  news  Gui  ldhal  I  afTordeth,and  Co  my  Lord  farewell  r 
do.  Now  will  I  in  to  take  fome  priuy  order,     F.xitBuc. 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  outol  fight, 
And  to  giuc  notice*  that  no  maner  of  perfon 
At  any  tyme  haue  rccourfc  vnto  the  Princes.  6 xit. 

Inter  a  ScritcmfWith  a  paper  in  his  hand. 
This  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  Lord  Hafrings, 
Which  in  a  fet  hand  faircly  is  engroflt, 
That  it  may  be  this  day  read  ouer  in  Pauley 
And  marke  how  well  thefccjuclc  hangs  together, 
Elcuen  houres  I  fpenc  to  wryte  it  ouer, 
por  ye  He  might  by  Carcsby  was  it  brought  me1, 
The  president  was  full  a&Ionga  doyng, 
And  yet  within  thefc  fiue  hcuresliued  Lord  Hading?, 
Vntaynted,  vncxamined,  free,  at  liberty: 
Hecres  a  good  world,  the  while.  Why  whoes-fb  groflc 
T  hat  fees  not  th  is  pal  pablc  deuice? 
Yet  whoes  Co  blindc  but  (ayes  he  fees  it  not? 
Bad  is  the  world,  and  al  1  will  come  to  naught, 
When  fuch  bad  dealing  mufr  be  fene  in  thought.       Ex/7 
Enter  Glocefltr  at  one  doores  Buckingham  at  another. 
Clo:  How  now  my  Lcrd,  whatfay  the  Cittizcns? 
But.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  Cinzensa'  e  mumme,  and  (pcakc  not  a  word. 
Glo.  Toucht  you  the  baftardy  of  tdwards  children  ? 
Buck^  1  did,  wyth  the  infatiate  greedincfTcof  his  defires, 
His  tyranny  for  trifles,  hisowne  baftardy, 
As  beyng  got,your  father  then  in  Fraunce; 
W'thall  t  did  inferreycur lineaments, 
Beyng  the  nghtldcaotyourfarher, 
Both  in  your  forme  and  noblcncfle  ofminde, 
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Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland: 
Yourdifciplincinwarrc,wifedome  in  peace: 
Your  bounty,Yertue,fairc  humility: 
Indecde  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpofc 
Vnroucht,or  fleightiy  handled  in  difcourfe: 
And  when  mine  oratory  grew  to  an  ende. 
Ibid  them  that  did  loue  their  countries  good» 
Cric,  God  fauc  Richard,  Englands  royall  King, 
do.   A  and  did  they  fo? 
Bhc.  NofbGodhclpemc, 
But  like  dumbc  flutues  or  breathing  Clones, 
Gazdc  each  on  other  and  lookt  deadly  pale: 
Which  whcnl  Gw,  I  reprehended  them, 
And  askrthcMaior#  what  meant  thiswilfulllilcnce? 
His  anfwere  was,  the  people  were  not  wont 
To  be  fpokc  to.  but  by  the  Recorder. 
Then  hewasvrgdctotell  my  taleagainc: 
Thus,  {aithjthc  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferd: 
But  nothing  fpake  in  warrant  from  himfelfe: 
When  he  had  done.fbme  followers  of  mine  ownc 
At  the  lower  end  of  the  Hal  1 ,  hurld  vp  their  caps, 
And  fome  ten  voices  cried,  God  faue  King  Richard. 
Thankes  louing  Cittizcns  and  friendsquoth  I , 
This  gene rallapplaufe  and  louing  fhoute, 
Argues  your  wifedomes  and  your  loue  to  Richard: 
And  fo  brake  ofTand  came  away, 

do.  What  tonglcfle  blockcs  were  they* would  they  not 
Buc.  No  by  my  troth  my  Lo:  (fpeake? 

Clo.  Will  not  the  Maior  thcn,and  his  brethren  come 
Gk.  The  Maior  is  here  at  hand,and  intend  fomc  fcato 
Be  not  fpoken  withalUbut  with  mighty  hute: 
And  looke  you  get  a  praier  boolec  in  your  hand, 
And  (land  betwixt  two  churchmen  good  my  Lo: 
For  on  that  ground  He  build  a  holy  defcant: 
Be  not  cafily  wonnc  to  our  rccjucft: 
Play  the  maides  part,  fay  no,  but  take  it. 

do.  FearcnDtme,ifthoucanfrplcadcafwcll  for  them, 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thec,  for  my  fclfe? 

No 
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No  doubt  wcele  bring  it  to  a  happic  iflue. 
Bucl^  Yoit  dial  fee  what  I  can  do.getyou  vp  to  the  leads.£*tf. 
Now  my  L.  Maior,I  dance  attendance  hearc, 
I  thinke  the  Duke  will  not  befpokc  withalL        Enter  dauby. 
Here  corns  his  feruant:  how  now  Catesby  what  fates  he, 

Catcf.  My  Lord,  he  doth  in  treat  your  grace 
To  vifit  him  to  morrow  or  next  daie, 
He  is  within  with  two  right  reuerend  lathers, 
Diuinely  bentto  meditation, 
And  in  no  worldry  (uitc  would  he  be  mou'd, 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercife,  * 

Buck,-  Rctume  good  Cateshy  to  thy  Lord  againe, 
Tell  him  my  felfe,the  Maior  and  Cittiz-ens, 
In  decpe  dchgnes  and  matters ofgreatmoment, 
Nolefle  importingthenourgenerallgood, 
Are  come  to  hauc  fome  conference  with  his  grace. 
Catef  He  tell  him  wha  t  you  iay  my  Lord.  Sxit. 

Buck.  Aha  my  Lord  this  prince  is  not  an  Edward: 
He  is  not  lulling  on  a  lewd  day  bed, 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation: 
Not  dalying  with  a  brace  of  Curtizans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deepcDiuincv 
Not  fleeptng  to  ingrofle  his  idle  body, 
But  praying  to  inricQ  his  watchfullfoulc. 
Happy  were  ]England,would  this  gracious  prince 
Take  on  himfelfe  thefouerainty  thereon, 
But  fure  I  feare  we  (hall  neuer  winne  him  to  it. 
Maior.  M arry  God  forbid  his  grace  fliould  fay  vs  nay. 
Buc^.  Ifearehewil,hownowCatesby,         Enter  Cattf, 
What  faics  your  Lord' 

Catgf  My  Lo.he  wonders  to  what  end,  you  haue  aflembled 
Such  troupes ofCittizensto  fpeake  withhirn, 
His  grace  not  being  warnd  thereofbefore, 
My  Lord^ic  fcaresyou  meane  no  good  to  him. 

Buck..  Sonic  I  am  my  noble  Colen  fhould 
Sufpeci  me  that  I  meane  no  good  to  him. 
Byheauen  Icomemperfecllouetohim, 
And  fo  once  more  retunic  and  tell  his  grace:       Exit  Cites  hj% 
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When  hollie  and  deuout  religious  men, 
Arc  attheir  beadsstis  hard  to  draw  them  thence, 
So  fwect  is  zealous  contemplation. 

Enter  Rich.witb  two  bifhofs  a  btte, 

Maitr.  Seewhere  heftandsbetweentwoclergieinen. 

BulI^.  Two  propsofvertueforachriltian  Prince, 
To  ftaie  bim  from  the  fall  ofvanitie, 
Famous  Plantaganct3mofT  gracious  prince, 
Lend  fauorable  earesto  ourrcqueit, 
And  pardon  vsthe  interruption 
Ofthy  deuotion  and  right  Chriftian  zeaJe. 

Glo.  My  Lord,thcreneeds  no  fuch  apologies 
I  rather  do  befeechyou  pardon  me, 
Who  earned  in  the  feruke  of  my  God, 
Ncglccl  the  visitation  of  my  friends, 
But  leauing  this, what  is  your  graces  pleafure? 

Buck.  Euen  mat  I  hope  which  plcafcth  God  aboue, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  vngouemed  lie. 

Gh.  I  do  fufpe&  I  hauc  done  fome  orrence. 
That  feemesdifgraciousin  theCirties  eies, 
And  thatyou  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Bitchy  You  hauc  my  Lord, would  it  plealeyour  grace 
At  our  entreaties  to  amend  that  fault. 

Glo,  Elfe  wherefore  breath  Iin  a  Chriftian  land/ 

%H'\*  Then  know  it  isyourfault  thatyou  rcngne 
The  fupreamc  fear,the  throne  maiefticall, 
The  iceptred  office  ofyouraunccftors, 
Thclineallglone  ofyour  roiail  houfe, 
To  the  corruption  ofa  blcmifh/}  ftocVc: 

wijl'1?  h  thcmildne{re  ofy°ur  n<*P'c  thoughts, 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  countries  good. 
This  noble  He  doth  want  her  proper  limbes, 
Her  facedefac't  with  fears  ofmfamie, 

Andalmoftmouldredinthefwallowinggulph, 
Ofblmdforgetfulnefleanddarkeobl,uion,  P  ' 
Which  to  recure  we  hartily  folicit, 

Yourgratiousfelfeto  take  onyou'thefoueraingtie  thereof 
Not  asProteclorftcward  fubfetute,  ^  ^ 
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Orlowlie  fa&orforanotbcrsgaine: 
But  as  fuccefliuelie  from  bloud  to  bloud, 
Your  right  ofbirth,your  Emperiejyour  ownc; 
For  this  conlbrted  with  the  Citizens 
Your  veric  worlhiptull  and  louingfrinds, 
And  by  their  vehement  mitigation, 
Inthisiuftluitc  come  I  to  moue  your  grace. 

Glo,  I  know  notwhethcrto  depart  in  iilcnce, 
Or  bitrerlic  to  fpeakc  in  your  reproofs, 
Belt  n*tteth  my  degree  or  yourcemdition: 
Your  loue  delerues  my  thanks,but  my  defert 
Vnmeritablclhunes  your  high  requeft, 
Firft  if  all  obftacles  were  cut  awaic, 
And  that  my  path  were  euen  to  the  crown, 
As  my  ripe  reuenewand  dew  by  birth, 
•Yet  Co  much  is  my  pouerty  offpirit, 
So  mightie  and  fo  many  my  defects, 
As  I  had  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatnes, 
Becing  a  Barketo  brooke  no  mightie  lea, 
Then  in  my  greatnes  couet  to  be  hid, 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glorie  imotherd: 
But  God  be  thanked  there's  no  need  of  me, 
And  much  I  need  to  hclpeyou  ifneed  were, 
The  roiall  tree  hath  left  vs  roiall fruit, 
Which  mellowed  by  the  ftealinghouresoftime, 
Will  well  become  the  feat  of  maieftic, 
And  makeno  doubt  vshappie  by  hisraigne3 
On  him  I  laie  what  you  would  laie  on  me: 
The  right  and  fortune  ofhis  happieftais, 
WhichGod  defend  that  I  Ihould  wring  from  him. 

Butks  My  lord,this  argues  confeiencein  your  grace, 
But  the  refpe&s  thereof  arc  nice  andtriuiall, 
All  circumstances  well  confidcrcd: 
You  laie  that  Edward  is  your  brothers  fonne, 
So  laie  we  to,butnot  by  Edwards  wife, 
For  firft  he  was  contract  to  lady  Lucy^ 
Your  mother  Hues  awitnefle  to  that  vowc, 
And  afterward  by  fubll  it  ute  betrothed 
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To  Bena  (iftertothe  king  ofFrauncc, 

Theie  both  put  by  a  poore  petitioner 

A  cart • c  ra^d  mother  of  a  m  any  children, 

A  beauty- waining  and  difrrefleci  widow, 

Euen  in  the  sfternoone  ofher  beft  daies 

Made  prifeand  purchafeofhis  Iulifull  eye, 

Seduc  t  the  pitch  aad  height  ofal  his  thoughts, 

To  bafe  dcclenfion  and  loatiid  b  igarrue, 

By  her  in  his  vnla  wfiili  bed  he  got. 

Tills  Edward  whom  our  manerstermethc  prince^ 

More  birterlie  could  Iexpoftulate, 

Saue  that  for  reuerence  to  ibme  aliue 

leiue  a  {paring  limit  to  my  tongue: 

Then  good  mv  Lord,takc  to  your  royall  fdre, 

This  proffered  benefit  ofdignitie: 

If  not  to  blcflevs  and  the  land  withall, 

Yet  to  draw  outyourroyall  ftocke, 
From  the  corruption  of abufing  time, 
Vnto  a  lineal!  true  dertued  courle. 

Maior,  Do  good  my  Lord  your  Cittizens  entreat  you. 
C  itefi  O  make  them  ioifull  grant  their  lawful  fuite. 
Ch.  A  las,why  wouid  you  heape  theft  cares  on  me, 

I  am  vnfitfor  ftatc  and  dignitic, 

I  do  befcechyou  take  it  notamuTe^ 

I  cannot  nor  I  will  notyeeld  to  you. 
B*cl(.  Ifyou  rcfufe  it  as  in  loueand  «alc, 

Loath  to  depofethe  child  yourbrorhers  (brine, 

As  well  we  know  your  tendemes  of  heart, 

And  gentle  kind  effeminate  remorfc, 

Which  wee  hauc  noted  in  you  to  your  kin, 

Andeeallie  indeed  to  all  eftates, 

Yet  whether  you  ace  ept  our  fuire  or  no, 

Your  brothers  Ibnne  rfiall  ncuerraignc  our  king, 

But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  throane, 

To  the  dilgrace  and  downfall  of  your  houfc: 

And  in  mis  refolution  here  we  leauc  you. 

Come  Citizens,  zounds ile  intrcat  no  more. 
Gl*<  O  donotfwearc  my  Lord  oflBuckmgfiam. 
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CAtef.  Call  them  againc,  my  lord,  and  accept  their  fute. 

Ano,  Doe,  gocd  my  lord,  leaftall  the  land  dorcw  it, 

CjU.  Would  you  infbrce  me  to  a  world  of  caie : 
Well,  callthem againe,  Jam  notmadcofftones, 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  intreates, 
Albeit  againft  my  confeience  and  my  (bule. 
Coo(mofBiickmgham,andyoufagc  grauemen, 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  backe, 
To  bcarc  her  burthen  whether  I  will  or  no, 
I  mufthauc  patience  to  in  dure  the  lode, 
But ifblackc  (can dale  or foule-fac*t  reproch 
Attend  the  fequell  ofyour  impofition, 
Your  mecrc  infbrcement  fliali  acquittance  mee 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftaines  thereof, 
For  God  he  knowes,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
Howferrc  I  am  from  the  defire  therco  f. 

Mayor.  God  bleflc  your  grace,  we  lee  h,  and  will  fay  it. 

Qh.  In  faying  (b,you  fhall  but  fay  thetruth. 

Bwkj  Then  I  falute  you  with  this  kingly  tide : 
Long  Hue  Richard,  Englands  royall  king. 

CM'jor.  Amen. 

Bucl^  To  morrow  will  it  pleafe  you  tobe  crown'd. 

CjU.  Eucn  when  you  will,  face  you  will  haue  it  fo. 

Buc^.  To  morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  grace. 

(jlo.  Come,  let  vs  to  our  holy  taske  againe.* 
Farewcl  good  coofine,  farwel  gentle  friends.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Quee.  tmthcr»  Ducbefe  $f  Torke,  LMtrtjues  Dcrfety  *t 

encdoort^  Duchejfeof3loce$l.*ta*fthir  chore* 

Buck.  Who  meets  vshecre,  my  neece  Plantagcnct  ? 

Qh.  Sifter  well  met,  whether  awaic  fo  faft  t 

Dttcb .  No  farther  then  the  Tower,  and  as  I  ghefle 
Vpon  the  like  deuotion  as  your  (elues, 
To  gratulate  the  tender  Pnnccs  there . 

Qtt.  Kind  fiftcr  thanks^wede  enteral  togither,      Enter 
And  in  good  time  here  the  Lieutenant  comes,       Lieut  en  mt. 
M.  Lieutenant,  pray  you  by  yourlcaue. 
How  fires  the  Prince  ? 

Ucm.  Wei  Madam,  and  inhcalth,butby  your  leaue, 
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I  may  not  futTcryouto  vifite  him, 
TheKinghathftraightlie  charged  thecoritrarie. 

Qj±  The  King?  whic,  whofe  that? 

Lieu.  1  crie  you  mercie,  I  meane  the  Lord  protector. 

Q*.  The  Lord  proted  him  from  that  Kinglic  title: 
Hath  he  fet  boundes  betwixt  their  loue  and  me/ 
I  am  their  mother,who  fhould  kecpe  rue  from  them? 
Dv.yer.   I  am  theirFathevs,Mother,  I  will  fee  them. 

Ducb.glo.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,in  loue  their  mother; 
Then  feare  not  thou,  lie  beare  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee  on  my  perill. 

Lieu.   I  Joe  befecch  your  gracesall  to  pardon  me: 
/  am  bound  by  oath,  1  may  not  doe  it.  Enter  L.Staniti. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meetc  you  Ladies  an  houre  hence, 
And  He  falurc  your  grace  ofi  orkc,  as  Mother.* 
And  reuerente  looker  on,  of  two  faire  Quccnes. 
Come  Madam.you  muft  go  with  me  to  Weftminfter> 
Thereto  be  crowned,  Richardsroyall  Quecne. 

Qn.  O  cut  my  lace  in  fundcr,that  my  pent  heart, 
May  haue  fomc  icope  tobeate,orclfe  1  found, 
With  this  dead  killing  new  es. 

Dor,  Madam,hauccomrbrt,howfaresyourgrace^ 

Q*j  ODorfctfpeake  not  to  me,gct  thee  hence, 
Death  and  dcftru&ion  dogge  thee  at  the  heclcs, 
Thy  Mothers  name  is  ominous  to  children, 
Iftnou  wilt  outftrip  death,eo erode  the  leas, 
And  Hue  with  Richmond,  from  the  teach  ofhell, 
Go  hie  thee,  hie  thee  from  this  (laughter  houfe, 
Lcaft  Jiou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead, 

And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margarets  curfle, 
Nor  Mother,Wire,nor  Englands  counted  Quecne. 

Sun.  Full  ofwife  care  is  this  your  counfell  Madam, 
Takeall  thefwiftaduantage  of  the  time, 
You  Oral!  haue  letters  ftom  me  to  my  fonne, 
Tomeetcyou on  the  way,and  welcomeyou, 
Be  not  tane  tardie,  by  ^n wife  delaie: 

Dnch.yor.  Oilldifpcrfinewindcofmifet^ 
O  my  accirrfedvvonibc,  the  bed  of  death, 
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A  Cocatrice  haft  thou  batch  to  the  world, 
Whofe  Ynauotded  eye  ismurtherous. 

Stan.  Come  Madam,l  in  all  haft  was  (ent« 

D»ch .  And  I  in  all  vn  willingnes  will  go, 
I  would  to  God  thar  the  incluiiue  verge, 
Ofgoldenmettall  thatmuft  round  my  browe, 
were  red  hocte  fteeleto  feare  me  to  the  brainc, 
Atmointcd  let  me  be  with  deadliepoy  fon, 
And  die, ere  men  can  &y,God  (auc  the  Qiiecne. 

£>v.  Alas  poore  foule,  I  e  n  uic  not  thy  gloria 
To  feede  my  numor,wifti  rhy  iehc  no  harme. 

Dack.glo.  No,when  he  that  is  my  husband  now, 
Came  to  me  as  I  followed  Henries  courfe, 
When  fcarfe  the  blond  was  well  wafht  from  his handes, 
Which  itTued  from  my  other  angel  husband, 
Andthatdead  faint,  which  then,  I  weeping  followed, 
O,  when  1  iay3I  lookt  on  Richatds  face, 
This  was  my  with,  be  thou  quoth  I  accurft, 
For  making  me  fo  young,  fo  olde  a  widow, 
And  when  thou  wedft,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  bed, 
And  be  thy  wifcyfany  befo  maddc, 
Asmifcrablc  by  the  death  of  thee, 
As  thou  haft  made  me  by  my  deare  Lordes  death, 
Loc,  earc  I  can  repeatcthtscurfc  againe, 
Euen  in  Co  (hort  a  fpacc,  my  womans  hart, 
Groflelie  grewe  captiue  to  hishonic  wordes, 
And  proif d  the  fobie&e  ofmy  owne  foulescurfc, 
Which  eucrilnce  hath  kept  my  eyes  from  flecpe, 
For  ncuer  yet,  one  houre  in  his  b  ed, 
Haue  /enioyed  the  golden  dew  of  fleepe, 
Buthaue  bene  waked  by  his  timcrous  dreames, 
BefideSjhe  hates  me  for  my  rather  Warwicke, 
And  will  no  doubt,  fhortUe  be  rid  of  me. 

Q».  Alas  poore  foule,  /pittie  thy  complaints, 
Duck,  glo.  No  more  thenfrom  my  (bu)e  /mourne  for  yours. 

Dor.  Farewell,  thou  wofiill  welcomcrofgloric. 

Eticb.gh,  Adew  poore  foule,  thou  takft  thy  leaue  ofit. 

Dn.jof.GQ  thou  to  Richmond^nd  gcodfonuneguidemec 
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Ge  thou  to  Richard,and  good  Angels  garde  thee, 
Go  thou  to  fancluarie,  good  thoughts  poffefle  thee, 
I  to  my  graue  where  peace  and  reft  lie  with  me, 
Eightieoddeyearesofforrowhauc  1  feene, 
And  each  hourcs  ioy  wrackt  with  a  weeke  ofteene. 

The  Trumpets  foundyEnter  Ricbsrd  crown  d  Bucking- 
bam^CAtesby  mth  other  Nobles. 

King  Stand  al  apart.  Cootin  of  Buckingham, 
Giuemethy  hand:  llerthttfcendeth 

Thus  high  by  thy  aduice  the  thront. 

And  thy  aiTiflanceisking  Richard  featcd.* 
But  fhal  we  wearc  thefe honours  for  a  day  ? 
OrfhaJI  they  laft,  and  we  retoice  in  them. 

Bhc.  Stil  lme  they , and  for  euer  may  they  laft. 

KingRi,  O  Buckingham, now  do  I  plaic  the  touch, 
To  trie  ifthou  be  currant  gold  indeed : 
Young  Edwaidliues :  thinkc  now  what  I  would  fay. 

Buc.  Saie  on  my  gracious  foueraigne. 

King  Whie  Buckingham,  1  faie  1  would  be  king. 

Buc.  Whicfoyou  arc  my  thrice  renowned  liege. 

King  Ha :  am  I  king  ?  tis  fo^but  Edward  liues, 

Buc.  Trucnpble  prince. 

King  O  bitter  coniequence, 
That  Edward  ftil  fliould  liuc  true  noble  prince. 
Coofin,  thou  vvert  not  wont  to  be  (b  dul : 
Shal  I  be  plaine  i  I  wtfh  rWe  baftardsdead, 
And  I  would  haucitfuddenlie  performde, 
What  faift  thou  .'fpeakc  fuddenlie.bebriere. 

Bhc.  Your  grace  may  doc  your  pleafure. 

King  Tut,tut,  thou  art  all  yce,thy  kindneflc  freezcth, 
Saie,  haue  I  thy  content  that  they  fhal  die  ? 

Buc.  Giuc  me  Ibme  breath,fome  little  paufc  ray  lord, 
Before  I  poiltiuelieipcake  herein  : 
I  wilrefoJue  your  grace  immcdiatlie.  Exit. 

Cattf.  The  king  is  angric,  fee,  he  bites  the  lip. 

King  I  wil  conuerfe  with  iron  witted  fooles 
And  vnrefpc&iue  boies,  none  are  for  me 
That  looke  into  me  with  confidence  cics  / 

Boy, 
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Boy,  high  reaching  Buckingham  growes  circumfpc&. 

E*y.  My  Lord. 

Kmg.  Kno  wft  thou  not  any  whom  corrupting  gold 
Wouldtempt  vnto  a  clofe  exploit  ofdeath. 

*B*y.  My  lord,!  know  a  discontented  gentleman, 

Whoie  humble  meanes match  not  his  haughtiemind, 
Gould  were  as  good  as  twentie  Orators, 
And  will  no  doubttempt  him  to  any  thing. 

King.  What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  His  name  my  Lord  is  Tirrell. 

King .  Go  call  him  hither  prefentlie, 
The  deepc  rcuoluing  wittie  Buckingham, 
No  more  fhall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfell, 
Hath  he  To  long  held  out  with  me  vntirdc 
And  flops  he  noweforbreath?  EnterDarby. 

How  now,whatneewcs  with  you? 

Dat fy .  My  Lord,l  hcare  the  Marques  Dorfet 
Is  fled  to  Richmond,in  tho/e  partes  beyond  the  feas  where  he 
abides. 

King .  Catesby.  Cat ,  My  Lord. 

King.  Rumor  it  abroad 
7hat  Anne  my  wife  is  ficke  and  like  to  die, 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe: 
Enquire  me  out  fome  meaneborn  e  gentleman, 
Whom  I  willmarrielrraighttc  Clarence  daughter, 
The  boy  isfooiiftund  I  feare  not  him: 
Looke  how  thou  dreamft :  I  fay  againegiue  out 
7riat  Annemy  wife  isficke  and  liketo  die« 
About  it,  for  it  ftands  me  much  vpon 
To  flop  all  hopes  vvhofc  growth  may  damadge  me, 
I  muft  be  mairicd  to  my  brothers  daughter. 
Or  elfc  my  kingdome  ftandson  brittle  glade, 
Murthcrner  brothers,and  then  marrie  her, 
Vncertaine  waic  of  gaine,but  lam  in 
So  far  in  bloud  that  finne  v  vill  plucke  on  fin, 
Teare  railing  pittie  dwels  not  in  this  eie.  Enter  TirreU 

Is  thy  name  f  irnli? 

7  jr.  lames  Tirrell  and  your  moft  obedient  fubie& 
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King  Art  thou  Indeed? 
Tir.  *Proue  me  my  gracious  foueraigne, 
King  Darftthou  rcfolue  to  kill  a  fnend  of  mine? 
7>.  I  my  Lordjbutl  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 
King  Why  there  thou  haft  it  two  deepe  enemies, 
Foestomy  rcff,and  my  fweet  flcepesdifturbs, 
Are  they  thaHi  would  haue  thee  deale  vpon: 
Tine i  I  mcane  thofc  baftar  d  s  in  the  tower. 

Tir.  Let  me  haue  open  m  eanes  to  come  to  them, 
And  foooc  ile  rid  you  from  the  fearc  of  them. 

King  Thou  fingft  (weetmufi  eke.  Come  hither  TVrrW, 
Go  by  that  token,rife  and  lend  thine  eare,  he  wifpers  in  his  e*rt> 
7*isnomorebutfo,faie  is  it  done, 
And  I  will  louc  thee  and  prefer  thee  too. 
Tir,  Tis  done  my  gracious  lord. 

Kng  Shal  we  heare  from  thee  Tirrel  ere  we  deep?  Enter  B/if. 
Tir,  Ye  (hall  my  lord, 

Buck.  My  Iord,I  haue  conflderedin  my  mind, 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  found  me  in. 
King  Well,letthat  paflc^Dorfetisfled  to  Richmond. 
Bttck^  1  heare  that  ne  wes  my  lord. 
Kmg  Stunk-)  he  isyour  wifesfonnesAVcllooketoit. 
Buck*  My  IordjlcUime  your  girt,my  dew  by  promiie, 
For  which  your  honor  and  your  faith  ispawnd, 
TheEarledome  ofHerford  and  the  moueables, 
The  which  you  promifed  I  fhould  poflefle. 

King  Stanly  looke  to  your  wife^iffhc  conuay 
Letters  to  Richmond  you  fhallanfvvcreit. 
Buc^  What  faiesyour  highnes  to  my  iuft  demand. 
Kmg  As  I  remember,Henrie  the  fixt 
Did  prophecie  that  Richmond  fhould  be  king, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peeuifh  boy: 
Aking  perhaps,perhaps*  Buck.  My  lord. 

King  How  chance  the  prophet  could  not  at  that  time, 
Haue  told  me  I  being  by,that  I  fhould  kill  him. 
Buckt  My  lord,your  promife  for  the  Earledomc. 
King  Richmond ,when  laft  I  was  at  Exeter, 
The  Maior  in  curtcfie  fliowd  me  the  Cafllc, 

And 


cfRichardthe  third. 
And  called  it  Rugc-mount,at  which  name  I  ftarted, 
Becaufea  Bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once 
I  ihould  not  line  longafter  Ifaw  Richmond. 

Buck,  My  lord. 

King.  I,whatsadockc? 

Buc%  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promifd  me. 

King.  Weljbutwhatsaciocke? 

Buck:  Vpon  the  rtroke  often. 

King.  WelUetitftrike. 

5wiCwhielctitftrikef 

King.  Becaufethat  like  a  lacke  thoukecpft  the  ftrokc 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation, 
I  am  not  in  thegiuingvaine  to  day. 

Buck.  Whic  then  refolue  me  whether  you  wil  or  no? 

A7/>£.Tut,tut,rhou  trouMeftme,Iam  notin  the  vain-   gxit. 

'Buck.  Isitcuenfo,rewardfthemytrucferuice 
With  fuch  deepe  contempynade  /him  kingfor  this? 
O  let  me  thinke  on  Hafttngsznd  be  goue 
To  Brecnock  while  my  fearefull  head  is  on.  Exit, 

Enter  SirTrtmcis  TmtlL 

Tjr.  The  tyrranous  and  bioudie  deed  is  done, 
The  moft  arch*a<5tofpitteous  maflacre, 
7liat  cueryet  this  land  wasguiltieof, 
D  ighton  and  Forrcft  whom  I  did  fuborne, 
To  do  this  ruthles  peece  ofbutcheric, 
Although  they  were  flefht  villains,bloudie  dogs, 
Melting  with  tendemesand  kind  compaflion, 
Weptlike  two  children  in  their  deaths  lad  ftories: 
Lotnus  quoth  D  ighton  laie  thofe  tender  babes, 
Thus  thus  quoth  Forreft  girdling  on  another, 
Within  their  innocent  alablaftcr  armes, 
Their  lips  were  fbure  red  Roles  on  a  ftalke, 
Which  in  their  fummerbcautiekift  each  other, 
A  booke  ofpraiers  on  their  pillow  laie, 
Which  once  quoth  Forreft  aimoft  changd  my  mind, 
But  6  theDiuell  their  the  villaine  ftopt, 
Whilft  Dighton  thus  told  on  we  fmothered 
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The  rnoft  repieniftied  fweet  worke  of  nature, 

That  from  the  prime  creation  euer  he  framed, 

Thus  both  are  gone  with  conference  and  remorie, 

Th  ey  could  not  fpeakc  and  To  I  left  them  both, 

To  bring  this  tidingsto  the  bloudie  king.     Enter  Kt.'RtfharJ. 

And  here  he  comes^ill  haile  my  foucraigne  Icige. 

Kings  Kind  7'incll  am  I  happie  in  thy  neyves. 

Tjr.  If  to  haue  done  the  thing  you  giue  in  charge, 
Beget  your  happinefle,be  happie  then 
For  it  is  done  my  Lord 

King.  But  didft  thou  fee  them  dead.' 

Tir.  I  did  my  Lord. 

King.  And  buried  gentle  Ttrrellf 

Tir.  7he  Chaplaine  of  the  tower  hath  buried  them, 
But  how  or  in  what  place  I  do  not  know. 

Tir.  Come  to  me  77rrWlboneatafterfupper, 
And  thou  (halt  tell  the  procefle  of  their  death, 
Meanc  time  but  thinke  how  I  may  do  thee  good. 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire.  £ xit  Ttrrel, 

Farewel  til  fbone. 

7*he  (bnne  of  Clarence  haue  T  pent  vp  do(e, 
His  daughter  meanclic  haue  I  matchtin  manage, 
The  (bnncs  of  Edward  fleepe  in  Abrahams  bofome, 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  the  world  godnight, 
Now  for  I  know  the Brittaine Richmond  aimes 
Atyoung  Eiizabeth,  my  brothers. daughter, 
And  by  that  knot  lookes  proudly  ore  the  crowne, 
To  her  I  go  a  iollie  thriuing  wooer,  Enter  Cttesbv. 

C*t.  My  Lord. 

King,  Good  newesorbad  that  thou  comftin  fobluntlyf 

C'ttef.  Bad  newes  my  lord,£/)'  is  fled  to  Richmond, 
And  Buckingham  backt  with  the  bardie  Welchmtn, 
Isinrhe  field^and  ftillhis  powerincreafeth. 

Ki»jr .  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  neare 
Then  Buckingham  and  hisrafhlcuied  armie: 
Come  I  haue  heard  that  fearcful  commenting, 
Is  leaden  (cruitourto  dull  delaic, 
Delaie  Jeades  impotent  and  fnaile-pact  beggeric, 
Thenfierie  expedition  be  my  wing, 
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Ioues  Mercuric  and  Herald  for  a  king  .• 

Come  mufter  men,  my  counfaile  is  my  fhield, 

Wemuft  be  briefe  whentraitorsbrauetheficld.         Exeunt, 

Enter  Queene  LMargaretJola. 
Q^Mar.  So  now  prolperiric  begins  to  mellow 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  ofDcath  \ 
Here  in  thefe  confines  flilie  haue  I  lurkt, 
To  -watch  the  wainingofminc  aducrfaries : 
A  dire  induction  am  I  witnefle  to, 
And  wil  to  Frauncc,  hoping  the  confequencc 
Wil  prooueasbitter,bIackcand  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee  wretched  Margaret,  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  the  Qt^andthe  DmhejfcofTerfa 
Qu.  Ah  my  young  princes,  ah  my  tender  babes ! 
My  vnblownc  flowers,  new  appearing  fwects, 
/fyet  your  gentle  foules  fli  e  in  the  ay  re 
And  be  not  fixt  in  doomc  perpetual, 
Houer  about  me  with  your  aicrie  winges, 
And  heare  your  motherslamentation. 

Qh.  CMar.  Houer  dbout  her,  faie  that  right  for  right, 
Hath  dimd  your  infant  morne,to  aged  night. 

Quee.  Wilt  thou,0  God,  fl  iefrom  fuch  gentle  lambes, 
And  throw  them  in  the  intrailcsofthc  Wolfe  : 
When  didft  thou  fiecpe  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 
Q^Mar.  Whenhouc//4mdied,andmyfweet{bnne. 

Hutch.  Blind  %ht,dcad  fife,poore  mortal  Iiuing  ghott, 
Woes  fceanc,  worlds  fhame,graues  due  by  life  vfurpt, 
RcH  thy  vnrcftonEnglandslawful  earth, 
Vnlawfulliemadc  drunke  with  innocents  bloud. 

Qu^  O  that  thou  wouldft  afwel  affbord  a  graue, 
As  thou  canft  yceld  a  mclancholie  feate, 
Then  would  /hide  my  bones,  notreft  them  here : 
Owhohathaniecauletomournebut/! 

Duck.  So  manic  miferies  hauc  crazd  my  voice 
That  my  woc-wearicd  toong  ismuteand  dumbc. 
£dward  Plantagenet,  whie  artthou  dead  ? 

Qu.  Mtf-.Tr'ancientforrow  be  moft  rcuercnt, 
Ghie  mine  the  benefice  of fignorie, 
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And  let  my  woesftownc  on  thctppcr  hand, 

Iffonow  can  admitte  focictie, 

Tell  oueryour  woes againc  by  tewing, mine, 

/  had  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kild  him: 

1  had  a  Richard,  till  a  Ricard  kild  hinv 

Thou  hadft  an  Edward,till  a  Richard  kild  him: 

Thou  hadtt  aRichard,till  a  Richard  kild  him. 

Ducb.  I  had  a  Richard  to,  and  thou  didft  kill  him: 
/had  a  Rutland  to,  thou  hopft  to  kill  hin% 

Qu)M*r.  Thou  hadft  a  Clarence  to,  and  Richard  kild  him : 
From  forth  the  kenndl  of  thy  wombe  hath  crept, 
A  hel-hound  that  doeth  hunt  vs all  to  death, 
That  dogge,that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
T«  worrie  Iambes,and  lap  their  gendeblouds, 
That  fbule  defacer  ofGods  handic  worke, 
Thy  wombe  let  loofc,to  chafe  vs  to  our graoes, 
O  vpright,iuft,and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  doe  /thankc  thee,  that  this  carnal  curre, 
Praics  en  the  hTue  ofhis  mothers  bodie. 
And  makesher  pucfcllow  with  others  mone. 

Ducb.  0,Harries  wifes  triumph  .lot  in  my  woes, 
God  witnes  with  me,  I  haue  wept  for  thine. 

QuxMar.  Beare  with  me,/  am  hungrie  for  reuenge, 
And  now  /  cloic  me  with  beholding  it, 
Thy  Ed  ward,he  is  dead,  that  ftabd  my  Edward, 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quittc  my  Edward, 
Yong  Yotke,he  is  but  boot*  becaufeboth  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  loflc, 
Thy  Clatencche  is  dcad,thatkad  my  Edward, 
And  the  beholdersof  thistragickc  plaie, 
The  adulterate  Haftings^iuer^Vaugha^Gray, 
Vntimelie  fmothred  in  their  duskie  graues, 
Richard  yet  liues,  hels  blackc  intelligencer, 
Oncly  refcrued  their  factor  to  buie  foules, 
And  fend  them  thcther,butathandathandes, 
enfues  his  piteous,  and  TOpitticd  end, 
Earth  gapes^hcllbume^fiendesroaie^intespraie, 
Tchauc  himfuddenly  conucicd  away, 
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Cancdl  hisbond  oflife,<fcareGodIprcyj 
That  I  may  Hue  to  fay,the  dog  is  dead, 

Qu,    O  thou  didft  prophccie  the  time  would  come, 
That  /{hould  wKhfor  thee  to  helpe  me  curlTe, 
Thatbotteld  fpidcr,thatfoule  bunch-backttoade, 

Qn_M*r*  /cald  thee  then^  vainc  flooriCh  of  my  fortune, 
/ cald  thee thcn,poore {hadow,painted  Quccnc, 
The  prefen  t  ation  o£  but  what  /was, 
The  flattering  Thdcx  of  a  dircfuU  pageant, 
One  heaued  a  h igh , to  be  hurld  downe  belowe, 
A  mother  onelie,mockt  with  two  fweetc  babes, 
A  dteame  of  which  thou  wert  a  breath,  a  bubble, 
A  fignc  of  dignitic,  a  garifli  flagge, 
To  be  the  aimeofeueric  dangerous  (hot, 
A  Queene  in  ieaft  onelie  to  fill  the  iceaue, 
Where  is  thy  husband  now,where  be  thy  btotheis? 
Whereare  thy  children, wherein  docft  thouioye* 
Who  fues  to  tb  ee^and  criesGod  faue  the  Queene? 
Where  be  the  bending  peeresthatflattered  thee? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troopes  that  followed  thee? 
decline  all  this,  and  tee  what  now  thou  art, 
For  happie  wife,  a  moft  diftrefled  widow, 
For  ioyfuIlMother,one  that  w  axles  the  name, 
For  Queene,  a  verie  caitiue  crownd  with  care, 
For  one  being  fucd  to,  one  that  humblie  lues, 
Foronecommaundingall,  obeyed  ofnonc, 
For  one  that  fcornd  atmc,  now  (cornd  of  me, 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  iuftice  whe'eld  about, 
And  left  thee  but,  a  verie  praie  to  time, 
Hauing  no  more,  but  thought  ofwhatthou  weit, 
7b  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art5 
Thou  didft  vfiirpe  my  place,anddocft  thou  not, 
Viurpe  the  iuft  proportion  of  my  forrow, 
Now  thy  proud  neckejbeares  halfe  my  burthened  yoke, 
From  which,euen  hcrc,I  flippe  my  wearie  neckc, 
And  leaue  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thec : 
Farewell  Yorkes  wife,  and  Queene  ofiad  mifchance, 
Thefe  Englilh  woes,  will  make  me  fissile  in  France. 
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Q^  O  thou  wel  skild  in  curfes,  ftaic  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfemine  enemies. 

Qu)  Mar.  Forbeare  to  fleepc  the  rughts,and  raft  the  dales. 
Compare  dead  happinefle  with  liuing  woe, 
Thinke  that  thy  b  aoes  were  fairer  then  they  were, 
And  he  that  flew  them  fouler  then  he  is, 
Bettring  thy  loflc  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe, 
Reuoluing  this,wil  teach  thee  how  to  cucfe. 

Qj$.  My  words  arc  dul,  O  quicken  them  with  thine, 

Q^Mar.  Thy  woes  wil  make  them  fharp,&  pierce  like  mine. 

Du.  Why  mould  calamiticbe  fill  ofwords?      Exit  CMar. 

Qu.  Windie  attumies  to-your  Client  woes, 
A  eric  fucceeders  of  inteftate  ioies, 
Poorc  breathing  Orators  ofmifcries, 
Let  them  haue  tcope,  though  what  they  do  impart, 
Helpc  not  at  al,  yet  do  they  eafe  the  hart. 

T>nch.  I\  fo,  then  be  nottoong-  tide,  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  ofbittcr  words  lets  (mother 
My  damned  fonne, which  thy  two  (weet  fons  fmotherd, 
/hearc  his  drum, be  copious  in  cxclaimes. 

Enttr  K,  Ricbtrdmtrchtng  witb'Drtfmms 
mdTntmpHs, 

King  Who  intercepts  my  expedition  ? 

Ducb.  A  Che,  that  might  haue  intercepted  thee 
By  ftranglingthee  in  hcraccurfed  wombe, 
From  al  the  (laughters  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

Q*^  Hidft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crowne 
Where  fhould  be  graucn,ifthat  right  were  right, 
Theflaughter  of  the  Prince  that  owed  that  Crowne, 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  two  fonnes,  and  brothers ; 
Tel  rac  thou  villainc  flaue,  where  arc  my  children  } 

*D$4cbt  Thou  tode,thou  tode,wherc  isthybrothcr  Clarence? 
And  little  Ned  Plantaeenet,  his  fonne  > 

Q*^  Where ^VmdH^hngs,cB^4ers^4Ugbmigr0ji} 

King  A  flourifh  trumpets,  mike  alarum  drummes, 
Let  not  the  heauenshcare  thefc  tcUule  women 
Raile  on  the  Lords  annotated.  Strike  /faie.   The  tmmfcts 
Either  bepaticntj  and  intreac  mcfaire, 
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Or  with  the  clamorus  report  of  war: 
Thus  will  I  drowneyourexclamations, 
T)u.  Art  thou  my  (on? 

King.  I,/  change  God,my  father  and  your  (elfe, 
Du*  Then  patiently  here  my  impatience. 
King-  Madam  I  haue  a  touch  ofyour  condition , 
Which  cannot  brooke  the  accent  ofrcproorc, 
Du.  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  fpeach. 
King.  And  briefegood  mother  for  I  am  in  haft. 
Du.  Art  thou  (o  hafhe  /  haue  ftaid  for  thee, 
God  knowesin  angui(h,paine  and  agonic, 
King.  Andcamelnotatlafttocomfbrtyou? 
Du,  No  by  the  holic  roode  thou  knowft  it  well, 
Thou  camft  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  rny  hell, 
A  grcuous burthen  was  thy  berth  tome, 
Tcchieand  waiward  was  thy  infancie, 
Thy  fchoele-daiesrnghtfuljdefperate^ildjand  furious. 
Thy  prime  of manhood,da»"ing,boId  and  venturous. 
Thy  age  connrmed.proud/ubtilejbloudiejtrechcrous, 
What  comfortable  hourecanft  thou  name 
That  eucr  grac't  mein  thy  companie? 

King,  Faith  none  but  Humphrey  boure,that  cald  your  grace 
To  breakefaftoncc  forth  ofmy  companie, 
Ifl  be  fo  diigracious  in  your  fight, 
Let  me  march  on,and  not  offcndyour grace, 

Du,  O  hcare  me  f  peakefbrl  fhal  neucr  fee  thee  more* 
King.  Come^come,  you  art  too  bitter. 
Du,  Either  thou  wilt  die  by  Gods  iuft  ordinance, 
Eeare  from  this  war  thou  turnc  a  conqueror, 
Or  I  with  griefe  and  extreame  ageftiall  perifti, 
And  neuerlookevpon  thy  face  againc, 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  moft  heauy  curfc, 
WThich  in  the  daie  of  battaile  tire  thee  more 
Then  all  the  compleat  armor  that  thou  wearft, 
"My  praiers  on  the  aduerle  partie  fight, 
And  there  the  little  foules  ofEdwards  children, 
Whifper  the  spirits ofchine  enemies, 
And  promife  them  fucceife  and  vi&oric, 

K  bloudie 
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Bloudiethou  art,bloudie  wilbethy  end, 
Shame  fcrucschylifc^and  doth  thy  death  attend.  ^  Rxite 

jg*.  Thoughfar  more  cauic,vct  much leflefpiritto  curfe 
Abides  in  mc,I  fsie  Am  en  to  all. 
Kmg .  Staic  Maddamjmuft  fpeakea  word  with  you, 
Qu.  /haueno  moe  (bnncsofrhe  royallbloud, 
rot  thee  tomurthcrfbr  my  daughters  Richard, 
They  (halbe  praying;  nunnesnot  weeping  Quecnes, 
Ana  therefore  lcucllnot  to  hit  their  Hues. 

King  You  haue  a  daughter  cald  Elizabeth, 
Vertuousand  raire,roialTand  gracious. 

Qu.    And  muft  (he  die  fot  this?  O  let  her  Hue! 
And  ile  corrupt  her  mancrs,ftaine  her  beautic^ 
Slander  my  fclfe  as  falfc  to  Edwards  bed 
Throw  oucr  her  the  vale  ofinfamie, 
So  (he  may  liue  vnskard  from  bleedine  (laughter, 
I  will  confefle  (he  was  not  Edwards  daughter. 
Kmg  Wrono  not  herbirth,fhc  isofroiall  bloud, 
Qh_,  To{auenerIifc,ilefaicfheisnotfo. 
K  ng  Her  life  is  onlie  fafeft  in  hir  birth. 
Qh.  And  onlic  in  that  (afetie  died  her  brothers. 
Kmg  Lo  at  their  births  good  ftars  wercoppolite, 
Qh.  No  to  their  Hues  bad  friends  were  contrarie. 
King  AW  vnauoided  is  the  doomc  ofdeftinic, 
Qh,  True  when  auoided  grace  makes deftinie, 
My  babes  were  deftinde  to  a  fairer  death, 
If grace  had  ble(t  thee  with  a  fairer  life.  farmes 

Kmg  Madam^fothriue/inmydangerousattempt  ofnoftilc 
As /intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 
7*hcn  eucryou  oryours  wercby  me  wrongd. 

£u.  What  good  is  coucrd  with  rhe  face  of heauen, 
Tbbcdifcouerdthatcan  domegood, 

King  The  aduancement  ofyour  ch  ildren  mightic  Ladie. 
S?m.  Vp  to  fome  fcafibld,ihereto  loofe  their  heads, 
Ktng  No  to  the  dignitieand  height  ofhonor, 
Thchigh  imperial  tipe  ofthis  earths  glorie. 

XJ*.  Flatter  my  forrowes  with  report  of  it, 
Tell  me  what  (tate,what  dignitie^what  honor? 

Cauft 
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Canft  thou  demife  to  anic  child  ofminc. 

King .  Eucn  all  I  hauc,yea  and  my  telfe  andall, 
Will  I  withal  endow  achild  of  thine, 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angric  (bule, 
Thou  drown  the  fadd  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs 
Which  thou  fuppofeft  I  haue  done  to  thee. 

Qu.  Be  briefe,leaft  that  the  proccflc  ot'thy  kindnes, 
Laft  longer  telling  then  thy  kindnes  doe. 

King .  Then  know  that  from  my  foulc  I  loue  thy  daughter, 

Qu^  My  daughtcrsmotherthintes  it  with  her  loule. 

King,  What  do  you  thinke? 
Qu.  Thzt  thou  doft  loue  my  daughterrrom  thy  foule, 
So  from  thy  (bulcsloue  did  ft  thou  loue  her  brothers, 
And  from  my  harts  loue  I  dothankcthceforit. 

King .  Be  not  fo  haftic  to  confound  my  meaning, 
/meane  that  with  my  foule  I  loue  thy  daughter, 
And  meane  to  make  her  Queene  of  England. 

Q*.  Saie  thetyvho  doft  thou  meane  fhal  be  her  king? 

King.  EuenhcthatmakcshcrQueen,who(hould  bceuc? 

£*.  What  thou? 

King  I  eucn  I, what  thinke  you  ©fit  Maddamc? 

Qm.  How  canft  thou  wooe  her? 

Ktng  That  would  llearnc  of  you. 

As  one  that  are  beft  acquainted  with  her  humor. 

$htj  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me? 

King  Madam  withal  my  hart> 

S?u.  Sendtoherbythcmanthatflcwherbrothers, 
A  paire  ofblecding  harts  thereon  ingrauc, 
Edward  and  Yorke,then  happelic  (he  wil  weepe, 
Therefore  prefentto  her  as  fometimes  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father,a  handkercher  ftcept  in  Rudandsbloud, 
Andbidhcr  drie  her  weeping  eies  therewith, 
If  this  inducement  force  ner  not  to  loue, 
Send  her  a  ftorie  of  thy  noble  a&s, 
Tel  her  thou  madftawaie  her  Vncle  Clarence, 
HerVncle  Riuers,yea,andfbrhcriake 
Mad  ft  quicke  conueiance  with  her  good  Aunt  Anne, 

Ktng  Comc,come,you  niockc  me^this  is  not  the  waic 
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7b  win  your  daughter. 

Qu.  There  is  no  other  waic 
Vnleuethou  couldft  put  on  fbmeother  fhape, 
And  notbeRichard  that  hath  done  all  this. 
King  Infer  faire  Engiands  peace  by  misalliance- 
Qu.  Wbichmeftiallpurcnafewitn ftilllaftmg  war. 
Kmg  Saie  that  the  king  which  may  command  intreats* 
Qu,  That  at  her  hands  which  the  kings  king  forbids. 
Kmg  Saie  fhe  fhalbe  a  high  and  mightic  Quecne. 
Qu.  To  waile  the  tide  as  her  mother  doth. 
King  SatelwillouehereuerUftinglie. 
Qu.  But  how  long  fhall  that  title  euetlaft, 
King  Sweetlicinforccvntoherfairclyues  end, 
Qj±.  But  how  long  fa  rely  iTiall  her  fw  eet  life  laft? 
Kmg  So  long  asheauen  and  nature  lengthens^. 
Quj  So  long  as  hell  and  Richard  likes  ofit. 
Kmg  Saie  I  her  foueraign  am  hcrfubie&Iouc. 
Qu.  But  fhe  your  fubied  loaths  fuch  fbueraintic. 
Kino  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalfe  to  her. 
Qu.  An  honeft  tale  fpcedsb eft  being  plainlie  told. 
King  Thenin plainetermcstcllhermy louingtale. 
Qu.  Plaine  and  not  honeft  is  to  harfh  a  ftile. 
King  Madame  your  rcafons  arc  too  (hallow  &  too  quicke 
Qu.  O  no  my  rcafons  are  to  deepe  and  dead. 
7oo  dcepe  and  dead  poorc  infants  in  their  graue^ 
Kmg  Ha  rpe  not  one  that  firing  Madam  that  is  part. 
X>u.  Harpe  on  it  Mill  (hall  I  till  hartftrings  breake. 
Kmg  Now  by  my  Gcorge,my  Gaiter  and  my  crown. 
Qg.  Prophand,di(honerc^and  the  third  vfurped. 
Kivg  Ifwcare  by  nothing. 
Qu,  By  nothing,forthis  is  no 03th, 
The  George  prophand  hath  loft  his  holic  honor, 
TheGarterblemifhtpawnd  his  knigjitlie  vertue, 
The  crown  vfurpt  difgra^t  his  kinglie dignkic, 
Iffomething  thou  wilt  fwearc  to  be  beleeude, 
S  wearc  then  by  (bmething  that  thou  haft  not  wrongd. 
Ktng  Now  by  the  world. 
Qu.  Tistulofthyfbulc  wrongs. 

King  My 
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King.  My  Fathers  death. 

Q&  Thy  life  hath  that  difrionord, 

King,  Thcnbymyfelre. 

Qn_  Thy  felfe  thy  felfe  mifufeft. 

King.  Whie,thenbyGod. 

Qvj  Gods  wrong  is  mo(l  of  all, 
If  thou  hadft  feard,  to  breakc  an  oath  by  him, 
The  vnitie  the  king  my  brother  made, 
Had  not  bene  broken,  nor  my  brother  flaine. 
If  thou  hadft  feard  to  breakc  an  oath  by  him, 
The  cmperiallmettah"  circling  now  thy  brow, 
Had  graft  the  render  temples  of  my  childc, 
And  both  the  princes  had  bene  breathing  heerc, 
Which  now,  two  tender  plate  •  fcllowesfor  duft, 
Thy  broken  faith,hath  made  a  praie  forwormes, 

King.  By  the  time  to  come. 

Qu.  Thatthou  haft  wrongd  in  time orcpaft, 
For  I  my  felfe,  haue  manie  teares  to  wa(h, 
Hereafter  time,  for  time,  by  the  paft  wrongd^ 
The  children  Hue,  whofe  parents  thou  haft  fiaughterd, 
Vngoucmd  youth,  to  waileitin  theirage, 
The  parents  liue,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butchetd, 
Olde  withered  plantes,  to  waile  it  with  their  age, 
S  wcare  not  by  time  to  come/or  that  thou  haft, 
Mifufed,eare  vfed,by  time  mauled  orepaft. 

King.  As  1  intend  to  profper  and  repent, 
So  thriue  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt, 
Ofhoftilc  armes,  mylclfe,my  felfe  confound, 
Daye  yeeJd  me  notthy  light,nor  night  thy  ttft^ 
Be  oppofite,  all  planets  of  good  lucke, 
To  my  proceedings,  if  with  pure  heartes  louc, 
Immaculate  deuocion,  holiethougjhtes, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princelic  daughter, 
In  her  confiftes  my  happines  and  thinc5 
Without  her  fbllowes  to  this  land  and  me, 
To  thee  her  (elfe,  and  manic  a  Chriftian  foulc, 
Saddcfblation/uine,and  decaic, 
It  cannot  be  auoided  but  by  this, 
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h  will  not  be  auoided  but  this: 
Therefore  good  mother  ( I  mufi  call  you  lb  J 
Be  the  attutney  of  my  loue  to  her. 
Plcadewhat  1  will  be,  not  what  Ihauebene, 
Not  by  defertes,  but  what  I  will  deferue, 
Vrge  the  neceffitie  and  (late  of  times, 
And  be  not  pieuifh^fbnd  in  great  defignes. 

Qu^  Shall  /  be  tempted  ofthe  diuellthus. 

King'  I,  if  the  diuell  tempt  thee  to  doe  good. 

Qm.  Shall  I  forget  my  felfe,  to  be  ray  felfe. 

King .  I,if  your  felfes  remembrance,  wrong  your  felfe. 

jg*.  But  thou  didft  kill  my  children. 

King.  But  in  your  daughters  wombej  buried  thcm? 
Where  in  that  nc/r  of fpicerie  they  (hall  breed, 
Selfesof  themfelucs,  to  your  recomriture. 

Qu.  Shall  I  go  wirmc  my  daughter  to  thy  will. 

King.  And  be  a  happie  mother  by  the  deede, 

Qh.  I  goc,  write  to  me  vcrie  fhortlie. 

King,  Bcarc  her  my  true  loues  kifle,fare  well.  Exit, 

Relenting  fbole,  and  (nallo  w  changing  woman.     Enter  Rat. 

fott.  My  gracious  Soueraigne  on  the  weftcrne  coaft, 
Ridcth  a  puutant  N auie.  To  the  more, 
Throng  manie  doubtfull  hollow  hartedfriendes, 
Vnarmd,and  vnrefolud  to  beatc  them  backe: 
Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  admirall, 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aide, 
OfBuckingham,to  welcome  them  a  (hore. 

King.  Some  light  fboterriend^ofttotbeDukeofNorff 
Ratclifte  thy  (elfe,  or  Catcfbie,  where  is  bee? 

Cat.  HcrcmyLord. 

King.  Flie  to  the  Duke,  poft  thou  to  Salisourie, 
When  thou  comfttherejdullvnmindrullvillatne, 
Whic  ftandft  thou  mil  ?  and  gocft  not  to  the  Duke. 

C*t.  Firft  mighticSoueraigncjlct  me  know  your  minde, 
What,  from  your  grace,  I  (hall  deliuer  them. 

King.  O,  true  good  Catcfoic,  bid  him  leuie  ftraigfo 
The  grcateftfrrength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  mectc  mc  prefendic  at  Salisburfc, 

R*t, 
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"Rat,  What  Is  ityour  highnes  pleafure,  T  (hall  do  at  Salisbu- 

King.  Whie?  what  would  ft  thou  doe  there  before  I  goc?  (ry, 

Rat,  Yourhiglines  told  me  I  mould  poft  before. 

King.  My  mind  is  changd  fir,  my  minde  is  changd. 
How  now, what  newes  withyouj» 

Enter  D  orbit. 

Dar.  None  good  my  Lord, to  plcafo  you  with  the  hearing, 
Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  it  may  well  be  told. 

King.  Hoiday,a  riddlc,ncither  good,norbadt 
Why  doeft  thou  vunne  To  many  mile  about, 
When  thou  mail*  tell  thy  talc  a  necrcr  way. 
Once  more,  what  newes? 

Dar.  Richmond  is  on  the  Seas. 

King,  There  let  him  (Tnkc,and  be  the  feason  him, 
White  liuerd  runnagate,what  docth  he  there^ 

Dar.  I  know  not  migfitie  Soueraigne,but  by  guefle. 

King .  We  11  fir,  as  you  guefle,  as  you  guefle. 

Dar.  Sturd  vp  by  Dorfet,Buckingham,and  Elie, 
HemakcsforEnglandjtheretocIaimethecrownc. 

King ,  Is  the  chaire  emptier  is  the  fword  vnfwaied? 
Is  the  king  dead  i  the  Empire  ▼npoflefc 
What  heite  or  Yorke  is  there  aliue  but  we* 
And  who  is  Engl  andsKine,but  great  Yorkes  heire,? 
Then  tell  me,  what  docth  he  vpon  the  Tea? 

Dar,  VnleiTe  for  that  my  liege,  I  cannot  guefle*, 

King  Vnlefle  for  that^he  comes  to  be  your  liege, 
You  cannot  gueffc,  wherefore  the  WcKnman  cornea, 
Thou  wilt  reuolt,and  flie  to  him  /feare,  , 

Dar.  No  mightie  liege,  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 

Ktng  Where  is  thy  power  then  ?  to  beate  him  backe, 
Where  arc  thy  tennants  *  and  thy  followers* 
Arc  they  not  now  vpon  the  Wefterne  fhore* 
Safe  conducing, the  rebelsfrom  their  fhips* 

Dar,  No  my  good  Lord,my  friendes  are  in  the  North. 

King.  Cold  friends  to  Richard,  what  docthey  in  thcNorthj> 
When  they  mould  feruc,thcir  Soueraignc  in  the  Weft. 

Dar.  They  hauc  not  bin  commaunded,mightie  fouevaignc. 
Pleafe  it  your  Mate  (he  to  giuc  mcleauc, 
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lie  muftervp  my  fiiendcsand  raeetcyour  grace, 
Where,and  whattime,your  Maieftiefhall  plcafe. 

King.  I^thou  wouldctt  be  gone,  to  ioyne  with  Richmond, 
/will  not  trull  you  Sir, 

JD*r.  MoftmighticSoueraigne, 
You  hauc  nocauicto  hold  my  triendfhip  doubtrull, 
I  neuer  was^nor  neuer  will  bcfalfe. 

King,  WeIl,go  mufter  men, but  heare  youjeaue  behinde, 
Your  lonne  George  Stanlic,  lookeyout  ra  ith  be  firme, 
Or  die,  his  heads  aiTurance  is  butfraile. 

Dor,  So  deale  with  him,  as  /proue  true  to  you. 
Enter  a  Mejjenger, 

Aicf,  My  gracious  Soucra ignc,now  in  D  e  uoafhire, 
As  I  by  friendesam  well  aduertilcd, 
Sir  William  Courtney,and  the  haughtie  Prelate, 
Bifhop  ofErceter,  his  brotherthere, 
With  manic  mo  confederates,  are  in  armes. 
Enter  mother  Afejfenger. 

<JW*fi  My  Liege,in  Kent  the  Guiltordes  are  in  armes, 
And  eueric  houre  more  competitors, 
Flocke  to  their  aide,and  mil  their  power  increafeth. 
Enter  Mother  LMejfenger. 

iW>/rMyLord,thearmieofthcDukeofBuckingbam. 

Hejirikethbim* 

King,  Out  on  you  owlet,nothing  but  fongs  orTdeath. 
Take  tnatynriUthou  bring  me  better  newes. 

Mef.  Your  grace  miftakes,  the  newes  /  bring  is  good, 
My  newes  is  that  by  fudden  floud,  and  fall  of  water, 
7neDukeofBuclanghamsarmieisdifpcTft  and  fcattered, 
And  hehim(elfcfled,noman  knowes  whether. 

King.  O I  crie jrou  mcrciej  did  miftakc, 
Ratcfiffe  reward  him,  fortheblow  I  gaue  him, 
Hath  any  well  aduiled  friend  giuen  out, 
Rewardes  for  him  that  brings  in  Buckingham. 

Mef.  Such  proclamation  hath  bene  made  my  liege. 
Enter mother MeJJcnger. 

<JMef  Sir  rhomasLoucUnd  Lord  Marques  Dorfct, 
Tis  faid  my  Ucge,arc  vp  in  armes, 
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Yet  this  good  comfort  bring  1  to  your  grace  , 

The  Brittainc  name  is  difperft, Richmond  in  Dorfhire 

Sent  out  a  boate  to  aske  them  on  the  (bore, 

Ifthey  were  his  atfiftants  yea,  or  no: 

Who  anfwercd  him,thcy  came  from  Buckingham, 

Vpon  his  partie,he  miftrufting  them, 

Hoift  (ale,and  made  away  for  Brittainc. 

King.  March  on  .march  on,{ince  vve  are  vp  in  armes, 
/f  not  to  fight  with  forreinc  enemies, 
Yet  to  beate  do  wne,  thefe  rebels  here  at  home. 
Enter  Ctfefbie. 

Cat.  My  liege,the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken, 
Th  ats  the  beft  newes,  that  the  £arlc  ofRichmond, 
Is  with  a  mightic  power lauded  at  Milford, 
/s  colder  tidingSj  yet  they  mult  be  told. 

King.  Awav  towardes  Salisburie,  while  we  reafon here, 
A  royali  battcfl  might  be  wonnc  and  loft. 
Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought; 
To  Salisburic,the  reft  march  on  with  me.  Sxewtt. 

Entee  e2>nrbie^Sir  Cbrifiopber. 

Dor.  Sir  ChriftaphcT,tell  Richmond  this  from  me, 
That  in  the  ftie  of  this  moft  bloudie  bore, 
My  fbnne  George  Stan  lie  is  franckt  vp  in  hold, 
If  I  reuoltjoflfgocsyoungGeorgeshead, 
Thefeare  ofthat,wkhholdesmy  prcfcnt  aide, 
But  tell  me, where  is  princelic  Richmond  now? 

Chrift.  At  P  embroke ,or  at  Harfbrd-weft  in  Wales. 

Dar.  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him. 

S.Cbrilt.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  fouldier, 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,Sir  William  Stanlie, 
Oxfbrd,redoubted  Pembroke,Sir  Tames  Blunt, 
Rice  Yp  Thomas,  with  a  valianrcrew, 
With  many  moe  of  noble  fame  and  worth, 
And  towardes  London  they  doe  bend  their  courfe, 
Ifby  the  way,  they  be  not  fought  withall. 

JDar .  Retoume  vntothy  Lord,oommend  me  to  him, 
Tell  him, the  Queene  hath  hartelie  confented, 
Me  (hall  cfpoufc  Elizabeth  her  daughter, 

L.  Thefe 
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Thefe  letters  will  icfblue  him  of  my  rninde. 
Farewell,  Sxtmt. 

Enter  huckinrba  m  to  execution. 
Buck,  Will  not  king  Richard  let  mc  fpeake  with  him. 
R*t»  No  my  Lord,  therefbrebe  patient. 

Buck,  Haitings,and  Ed  wards  children,Riuets,Grayj 
Hoiie  king  Henriesand  thy  faire  fonne  Edward, 
Vaughan,and  alithathauc  mifcarried, 
By  vndcrhand  corruptcd,foulemiufrice, 
If  that  your  moodie  diicomcnted  louies, 
Doc  through  the  doudes,  behold  this  pre  lent  houre, 
E  ucn  for  reuenge^  mocke  my  deftru&ion . 
This  is  Alfoules  day  fellowes,is  it  not1*       Jj 

Rat.  It  is  my  Lord. 

Bucf^  Whie  then  Alfoules  day,is  my  bodies  domefday; 
This  is  the  day  that  in  king  Edwards  time, 
I  wimt  might  fall  on  me,when  I  was  found, 
Falfeto  hischildrcn,or  his  wiues  allies; 
This  is  the  day^hcrein  I  wifttt  to  fall, 
By  the  fa  he  fairh,ofhim  I  truffed  moft: 
Tliis,  this  Alfoules  day,  to  my  fearcfull  fbule, 
Is  the  detcrmind  refpit  ofmy  wrongs.' 
That  high  aJ-fcer,  that  I  dallied  with, 
Hath  turnd  my  faincd  prayer  on  my  head, 
And  giucn  in  earn  eft  what  /begd  in  ieft. 
Thus  doeth  he  force  the  fwordes  ofwicked  men, 
To  turne  their  owne  pointes,  on  their  Maiftersbolbmc: 
Now  Margarets  curfe,  is  fallen  vpon  my  head, 
When  he  quorh  mc,mall  fplit  thy  hart  with  forrow. 
Remember,  Margaret  wasaPropheteflc, 
Come  firs,conuey  mc  to  thcblocke  ofihamc, 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,and  blame  the  dew  ofblame. 
En'cr  Richmondwitb  drums  and  trumpets. 
Rich .   Fellowes  in  armes,  and  my  moft  louing  friendes, 
Bruifd  Yndcmcath  the  yoakcof  tyrannie, 
Thusfarre  into  the  bowels  of  the  land, 
Haue  we  marcht  on  without  impediment, 
And  hereiecciue  we,  from  our  Father  Stanlle, 
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Lines  offairc  comfbrt,and  incouragement, 

Tht  wretched,bloudie,and  yforping  bore, 

That  fpoiidyour  (bmer-fieldes^nd  fruitful!  vines, 

SWils  your  warrae  bloud  like  wafh  ,and  makeshts  trough, 

/n  your  inboweld  bofomes,thisroule  (vvinc, 

Lies  now  euen  in  the  center  of this  He, 

Nearetothe  towne  ofLeycefteraswe  learner 

From  Tamworth  thether,isbut  one  dayes  march, 

In  Gods  name  cheerelieon,  couragiousfiiendes, 

To  rca  pe  the  ha  rueft  of perpetua  II  peace^ 

By  this  one  bloudictriafl  oftharpc  warre* 

i  La.  Euerie  mans  conference  is  a  thou(and  fwordes, 
To  fight  againft  that  bloudie  homicide. 
2  Lo,  Idoubtnotbuthistricndeswillflietovs, 
S  Lo.  He  hath  no  friendes,  but  who  are  friendes  for  feare, 
Which  in  his  greater!  needewill  fhrinke  from  him. 

Rich.    All  for  our  vantage,  then  in  Gods  name  march, 
True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  Sw allowes  wings, 
Kingsitmake  Gods,and  meaner  creatures  kings.  Exit. 

Enter  Ki*g  RichardiN'orjfb/i^iR4tc/ifes 
Catefbiejvitb  others. 
King.   Here  pitch  our  tentcs,  euen  here  in  Bofworth  field, 
Whie,  how  now  Catesbie.  whie  lookft  thou  fo  bad. 
C*t3   My  hart  is  ten  times  lighter  then  my  Iookes, 
King,  Norffolke,come  "nether. 
NorrToIke5we  mufthaue  knockessha,muft  we  not? 
Ncrf.   We  muftbothgiue,and  takc,my  gracious  Lord. 
Ktng.    Vp  with  my  tentthere,here  will  I  lie  to  night, 
But  where  to  morrow,  well,all  is  onefor  that' 
Who  hath  difcried  the  number  of  the  foe. 

Norff.  Sixc  or  fcuen  thouland  is  their  greater}  number. 
King.   Whie  our  battalion  trebles  that  account, 
Befides,the  Kings  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength, 
Wrhich  ehey  vponthe  aduerfeparrie  want^ 
Vp  with  my  tent  there,valiant  gentlemen^ 
Let  vs  i Turuey  the  vantage  of  the  field, 
Call  for  fomc  men  of  found  direction, 
Lets  want  no  difcipline,make  no  delaie, 
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For  Lordes,  to  morrow  is  a  bufic  day.  Sxemt, 

Enter  Richmndwith  the  Lordes  ^c. 

Rich.  The  wearie  fonnc  hath  made  a  golden  fete, 
And  by  the  bright  tracke  ofhis  fierie  Carre, 
Giucs  fionall  ofa  goodlic  day  to  morrow, 
Where  I  Sir  William  Brandon,  he  (hall  bcare  my  ftandcrd, 
The  Earle  ofPembroke  keepe  his  regiment, 
Good  captaine  Blum,beare  my  good  night  to  him, 
And  by  the  fecend  houre  in  the  morning, 
Defirc  the  Earle  to  fee  me  in  my  tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,good  Blunt  before  thou  goclt: 
Where  is  Lord  Stanlie  quarterd,doeft  thou  know. 

Blunt.  VnlefTc  I  haue  miftane  his  coulers  much, 
Which  well  /am  affur'dj/haue  not  done, 
Hisirgiment,lieshalfcamileat  leaft, 
South  from  the  mightie  power  of  the  king. 
Rich,    /fwithoutperrillitbepoflible, 

Good  captaine  Blunt  bearc  my  eood  night  to  him, 

And  giuehim  from  me,thismoltncedetull  fcrowle. 
Blunt .  Vpon  my  life  my  Lord,lle  vndertakc  it, 
Rich .    Farewell  good  Blunt. 

Giue  me  fome  inke,and  paper, in  my  tene, 

He  drawe  the  fbrme^nd  modle  of  our  battel, 

Limit  each  leader  to  his  feucrall  charge, 

And  part  in  iufr  proportion  our  fmall  ftrength, 

Come,lctvsconfultvpontomorrowesbu(incs, 

In  tp  our  tent,  the  aire  is  rawe  and  cold. 

Enter  king  Rich*rd>Norff.  Rate/iff e 
Catefbe,&c. 
Kng.   Whatisaclockc. 
Cat.   It  is  fixe  ofclocke,  full  fupper  time, 
King.  1  will  not  fup  to  night,  giue  me  fome  inke  and  paper, 
What .?  is  my  beuer  eafier  then  it  was?, 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent* 
C  ft    It  is  my  Liege,and  all  thinges  are  in  readines. 
Kinr.   Good  Norffolke,hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
Vfecarefull  watch.chufe  truftieccntinell. 
Nerff.   /goemyLord. 

Stun 
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King.  Stur  with  the  Larketo  morrow  gentle  Norffolke. 
^(cr.  IwarrantyoumyLord. 

Kng  Catcsby. 

Rat.  My  lord. 

Kmg.  Sead  out  a  Purfiuant  atarmes 
To  ^tmltys  regiment,bid  him  bring hisjpower 
Before  fun  rifingjleaft  hi*  fbnne  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  caue  of  eternal  night 
Fill  me  a  bo  wle  of  wine^giue  me  a  watch, 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to  morrow, 
Looke  that  my  ftaues  be  (bund  and  not  too  hcauy  Ratliflfe. 

K  t.  My  lord. 

King.  Sawft  thou  the  melancholie  Lo  Northumberland.' 

Rat .  Thomas  the  Earlc  of  Surrey  and  himfelfe, 
Much  about  cockOiut  timc/rom  troupe  to  troupe 
Went  through  the  army  cheering vp  the  foldiors. 

King.  So  lam  fatisfied.giuc  me  a  bouleofwinc, 
I  haue  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit 
Nor  checrc  ofmkid  that  I  was  wont  to  hauc: 
Set  it  down.  Is  inke  and  paper  ready? 

Rat.  It  is  my  lord. 

King  Bid  my  guatd  watchjleaue  me. 
Ratliflfe  about  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent 
And  hclpe  to  a rmc  me/  leauc  me  I  fay.  Sxit.Ratlfffe 

Enter  'Darby  to  RickmonHin  his  tent. 
Darby.  Fortune  and  vi&orie  fetonthy  helme. 
Ttjch ,  All  comfort  mat  the  darke  night  can  afford, 
Be  to  thy  pcrfbn  noble  father  in  law, 
Tel  me  howfares  our  louing mother? 

Dar.  I  by  atturney  blefle  thee  from  thy  mother, 
Who  praies  continuallie  for  Richmonds  good, 
So  much  for  that  the  (ilent  houres  ftcale  on, 
And  flakiedarkenefle  breakes  within  the  caft, 
Inbricfe.for  fo  the  feafon  bids  vs  be; 
Prepare  thy  battell  earelie  in  the  morning, 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  atbhrement, 
Offcloudic  ftrokes  and  mortal  flaring  war, 
I  as  I  may,that  which  I  would/cannot, 
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With  bcftaduantage  will  deceiuc  the  time, 
And  aide  thee  in  this  doubful  fhocke  of  armes, 
Butonthyfidel  may  notbetooforwardj 
Leaft  being  fecne  thy  brother  tender  George 
Be  executed  in  his  fathers  fight. 
Farewel,the  leafure  and  the  fcarefull  time, 
CutsofTthe  ceremonious  vowes  ofloue, 
And  ampleenterchangeoffweet  difcouvfe, 
Which  fo  long  fundried friends ftiould  dwclvpon, 
God  giue  vs  leifure  for  thefe rights  ofloue. 
Once  more  ad  ieWjbe  valiant  and  fpeed  well. 

Rich.  Good  lordsc  ondudt  him  to  his  regiment: 
He  (hiue  with  troubled  thoughts  to  take  a  nap, 
Leaft  leaden  (lumber  peife  me  downe  to  morrow, 
When  /  fhould  mount  with  wings  ofvitftorie, 
Once  more  good  night  kind  Lords  and  gentlemen, 
O  thou  who  fe  Captainc  I  account  my  felre, 
Looke  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eie: 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  brufing  Irons  of  wrath, 
Thatthey  may  crufh  downe  with  a  heauic  rail. 
The  vfurping  helmets  of  our  aduerfa  ties, 

Make  vs  thy  miniftersofcha  m'femcnr, 

That  we  may  praifc  thee  in  the  viclorie, 

To  theel  do  commend  my  watchfullfbulc, 

Eare/lct  falthe  windowes  ofmine  cies, 

Sleeping  and  waking,oh  defend  mc  mil ! 

Enter the ghofl  of  young  Prince  Edward ^  forme 
t  Hurry  thejixtjto  Rn 

i  Ghcft  to  St.  Letme  fit  heauic  o nthy  foulc  to  morrow. 

Thinke  how  thou  ftabitme  in  my  prime  of  youth, 

At  7eukesburie,di{paire  therefore  and  die* 
To  2^6,  Be  cheerful  Richmond  for  the  wronged  foules 

Of  Butchered  princes  fightin  thy  bchalfe, 

KingHenries  iflueRichmond  coaifortsthee. 

Enter  the gh  oft  of  Henry  the fixt, 
«    Cjheflto  Ri.  When  /was  mortall  my  annotated  body, 

By  thee  was  punched  full  of  dcadlie  holes, 

Thinke  on  the  tower  and  me  difpairc  and  die, 
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Harrie  the  (ixt  bids  thec  diipaireand  die. 

To  Rich.  Vcrtuous  and  holic  be  thou  conqueror, 
Harrie  that  prophified  thou  fhouldft  be  king, 
Doth  comfbrtthec  in  thy  fleepe  liuc  and  florilli. 
Enter  the  Cjoaji  of  Clarence. 
Ghoft.  Letmefetheauiein  thy  foulc  to  morrow, 
I  rhat  was  walhtto  death  withrulfome  wine, 
Poorc  Clarence  by  thy  guile  betraid  to  death: 
7o moiTOw  in  the  battaile  thinke  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelesfword,di(paire  and  die. 
^Xox%U  b.  Thou  ofspring  ofthehoule  ofLanccftcr, 
The  w  ranged  heires  of  Yorkc  do  pray  for  thee, 
G  cod  angels  guard  thy  battaile  hue  and  florifh. 

Enter  the  ghoft s  ofRitters^gray^Vaugban. 
King  Let  me  fit  hcauie  in  thy  Ibule  to  morrow, 
Riucrs  that  died  atPomfret,difpaircand  die, 
Gray.  Thinke  vpon  Graie,and  let  thy  foule  dilpairc. 
Vaugh.  Thinke  vpon  Vaughan,and  with  guiltie  feare, 
Let  fall  thy  Iaunccdifpaire  and  die. 

All  to  Ri.  Awake  and  thinke  our  wrongs  in  Richards  bofome, 
Wei  conquer  him^awakeandwin  the  daie. 

Enter  the ghojis  of  the  twoyong  Trinces, 
Ghoft-  to  Ri,  Dreanie  on  thy  Ccofensf mothered  in  the  tower, 
Let  vs  be  lead  within  thy  bofome  Richard, 
And  weigh  thec  down  to  ruinc,ftiame3and  death, 
7liy  Nephewesfoules bid  thee  difpaireand  die. 
To  Rich.  Slecpe Richmond  flcepe,in  peace  and  wake  in  ioy, 
Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  bores  annoy, 
Ltue  and  beget  a  happie  race  of  kings, 
Edwards  vnhappiefonnes  do  bid  chec  floriftn 
Enter the ghoft  of  Haft  togs » 
Ghoft  Bloudie  and  guiltie,guiltilic  awake, 
And  in  a  bloudie  battaile  end  thy  daies, 
Thinke  on  lord  Haftings,  difpairc  and  die. 

To  Rtch.  Quiet  vntroubled  (bule,awake,awake, 
Arme,fight  and  conquertbr  faire  Engiands&ke. 

Enter  the  ghoft  of  Lady  Anne  his  mfe, 
Richard  thy  wife,that  wretched  Anne  thy  wife, 
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7  hat  neucr  flept  a  quiet  houre  with  thee, 
Now  fils  thy  fleepe  with  preturbations, 
To  morrow  in  the  battaiiethiokc  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  cdgeles  {word  defpaireand  die. 

To  Rich.  Thou  quiet foule, fleepe  thou  a  quiet  fleepe, 
Dreamc  offuccefleand  happicvi&oric, 
Thy  aduerfaries  wife  doth  praie  for  thee. 

Enter  the  CJ9a(1  of  Buckingham. 
The  firft  was  I  that  helpt  thee  to  the  crown, 
The  I  aft  was  I  that  felt  my  tyrannic, 
O  in  the  battaile  thinke  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  giltinefle, 
Dreamc  on  ,drcame  on,ofb!oudie  deed  >  and  death, 
Faintirig,ckfpairc,defparing  yeeld  thy  breath, 

To  T^ch.  I  died  for  hope  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid, 
But  cheare  thy  heart.and  be  thou  not  difmaid, 
God  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmons  fide, 
And  Richard  fals  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

RtcbardjfartcthvpoHtofa(lrcA,l  e. 
Kwg  Ri.  Giuc  me  another  horfe,bindvp  my  wounds, 
Haue  mcrcie  Iefij:  {bft,I  did  but  dreamc, 
O  Coward  confcience,hov\  doft  thou  affli£t  me? 
The  lights  bume  blewjitis  now  dead  midnight, 
Cold  fearcfull  dropsftand  on  my  tremblingflefh, 
What  do  Ifcarchny  fchVthere*  none  elfc  by, 
Richard  loues  Richard,thatis  I  and  I, 
Is  mere  a  murthcrer  here?  no.  Yes  I  am, 
7  hen  flie,what  from  my  fclfc?  great  reaibn  whie? 
Leaft  /reucnge.  What  my  fclfc  vpon  my  fclfc? 
Alacke  /louc  my  felfe,wherefore?for  anic  good 
7*nat  Imy  fclfc  haue  done  vnto  my  fclfe; 

0  no^laslratherhate  my  fclfc, 

For  hatcfull  deedes  committed  by  my  felfc, 

1  am  a  villainc,yet  /  lie  /am  not, 

Foole  ofthy  fclfc  fpeake  wcltfoolc  do  notflatter, 
My  confeience  bath  a  thotnand  fcucrall  tongues, 
And  cuerie  tongue  brings  in  a  fcueral  talc, 
Andeucrie  talc  condemns  me  for  a  villaine, 
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Periurie,periurie,  in  the  higheft  degree, 
MurthcCjfterne  murthcr  in  the  dyrcft  degree, 
Ail  feucrall  finnes,all  vide  in  each  degree, 
Throng  to  the  barre,cryingall  guiltie3guiltie. 
IfhaU  aifpairc,  there  is  no  creature  Ioues  me, 
And  if  I  die,no  fbulc  will  pitic  mc: 
And  wherefore  (hould  they^fincethatlmyferfe, 
Finde  in  my  (elte,no  pitic  to  my  felfc. 
Mc  thoughtthe  foules  of  all  that  I  had  murtherd, 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  euery  one  did  threat, 
To  morrows  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 

£*terRa'dife. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

Xing.  Zoundes,  who  is  there? 

Katt  Ratclimyny  Lordjtisl^hc  earlie  village  cocke, 
Hath  twife  done  falutation  to  the  morne, 
Your  triendes  are  vp,  and  buckle  on  thcirarmor. 

King.  O  Ratclittc^  hauedrcamd  a  fcarerull  dreame, 
What  thinkft  thou^will  our  ftiendes  prouc  all  true? 

Rat.  No  doubt  my  Lord 

King.  O  Ratdiflfe,  I  fcare,  I  teare. 

Rat.  Nay  good  my  Lord,be  not  afraid  ofThadowes. 

King    By  the  Apoftle  Paul,  fhado  wes  to  night, 
Hauc  Rroke  more  terror  to  the  foulc  ofRichard, 
Then  can  the  fubftancc  often  thoufand  fouldicrs, 
Armed  in  proore,and  led  by  (hallow  Richmond. 
Tis  not  yet  neere  day,come3go  with  me, 
Vhder  our  tents Ucplaie  the  eafe  dropper, 
To  fee  if  any  mcane  to  (hrinke  from  mc.  Sxcunt. 

Enter  the  hordes  to  Richmond, 

Lo.    Good  morrow  Richmond, 

Ttyh,  Cric  mercie  Lordes^and  watchfull  gentlemen, 
That  you  hauc  tone  a  tardic  fluggard  here. 
Lo.  HowhaueyoufleptmyLord? 
Rich.  The  fwceteft  flccpc^ind  faireftboding dreames, 
That  eucc  entred  in  a  drowfiehead, 
Hauc  I  fince  yourdepaturc  had  myLordcsj, 
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Methoughtthcir  foules,whofe  bodicsRichard  murtherd, 
Came  to  my  tent,and  cried  on  vi&orie, 
/promifeyou,  my  fouic  isverie  /bcund, 
/h  the  remembrance otTo  tatrc  a  dreamc. 
How  farre  intothemornineisit  Lordes? 
Lo.  Vpontheftrokeoftoure. 
Rich.  Whie3  then  tistimc  to  arme,and  giue  direction. 
His  cmion  to  hisfinldisrs. 
Morethen  Ihaue laid, louingcountriemen, 
The  Icafure  and  infbrccment  ofthe  time, 
Forbids  to  dwell  vpon,  yet  remember  this, 
God,  and  our  good  caufc,fight  vpon  our  fide 
The  praiers  of  holy  Saints  and  wronged  foules, 
Like  high  reard  bulwarkcs,fbnd  before  out  faces, 
Richard,  except  thofewhome  we  fight  againft, 
Had  rather  haue  vs  winne,  then  him  they  follow.- 
For,what  is  he  they  follow  f  truelic  gentlemen 
A  bloudie  tirant,and a  homicide. 
One  raifd  in  bloud,  and  one  in  b!oud  e(tabli{hed, 
One  that  mademeanes  to  come  by  what  he  hath 
And  flaughtercd  thofe,that  were  the  mcancs  to  helpe  him. 
A  baietoulc  ltone.madc  precious  by  the  foile 
OfEnglands  chaire  where  he  is  falfely  fet,  ' 
One  that  hath  eucr  bene  Gods  enemie. 
Then  if*y  ou  fight  aga  inrt  Gods  enemie, 
God  will  in  iuftice,  ward  you  as  his  fouldiers, 
/fyou  doe  fweatc  to  put  a  tyrant  downe, 
You  flecpe  in  peacc,thc  tyrant  being  flaine, 
Ifyou  doe  fight  againftyour  countries  foes, 
Your  couiitriesfiu,  fall  paic  your  paincsthe  hire. 
Ityoudoefightinfafegardofyourwiues, 
Your  wiues (hall  welcome  home  the  conquerors 

Ifyou  doc frecyourchildrenftomthefword, 
Your  cluldrcns children  quits  it  in  youragc- 
Then  in  thenamc  ofGodandallthcferilhtes, 

Aduaunccyourilandards,draweyourwillingfwordes. 
bormc,thcraunfomcofmyboldattempt, 

inall  beth.scould  corps  on  the  earthscold  face- 
But 


ofRichardtbc  third. 
But  if  I  thriue,  the  gaine  of  my  attempt, 
The  lead  of  you,  iTiallihare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound  drummes  and  trumpets bold!ie,and  cheerefuilic, 
God,and  Saint  Gcorgej  Richmond,and  vi£torie. 
EttterKing  RicbardJUt.  &c, 

Khtg.  What  (aid  Northumberland,astouching  Richmond 

Rat.  That  he  was  neuer  trained  vp  in  arrncs. 

King  He  faid  thetructh,and  whatfaidSurrey  then. 

Rat.  Hefmiled  andfaid,thebetier  for  our  purpofe, 

Kinr.  He  was  in  the  right,  and  fo  in  deede  it  is: 
Tell  tne  clockc  there.  The  dockejinketh. 

Giue  me  a  calender,who  faw  the  Sunnc  to  day? 

Rat.  Not  I  my  Lord. 

King.  Then  he  difdaines  to  fhine/or  by  the  booke. 
He  1  hould  haue  braud  the  Eaft  an  hower  agoc, 
A  blackcday  will  it  be  to  tome  bodie  Rat. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

Ksnjr .  The  Sunnc  will  nor  be  fcene  to  day, 
The  skiedocthfrownc,  and  lowre  vpon  our  armie, 
I  would  thefedewictearcswere  from  the  ground, 
Not  fhine  to  day;  whie,what  isthat  to  mef 
More  then  to  Richmond  Jbr  the  fetfe-famc  heauen, 
That  frowncs  on  me,  looK.es  iadlic  vpon  him. 
Enter  Nerffolke. 

Norff.  Arme,  arme,  my  Lord,the  foe  vaunts  in  the  field, 

King.  Come,bu(tle,buftie,caparilon  my  boric, 
Call  vp  Lord  Standlie, bid  him  bring  his  power, 
I  will  leade  forth,  my  (butdiersto  the  plainc, 
And  thus  my  b attaile  (hall  be  ordered . 
My  fbreward  (hall  be  drawen  out  all  in  length; 
Confiftingequallicofhorle  andfootc. 
Our  Archers  (ball  be  placed  in  the  midft, 
Iohn,  Duke  ofNorffblkc,  Thomas  Earle  of  Surrey, 
(hall  hauc  the  leading  ofthisfoote and  horie, 
They  thus  directed,  wc  willfollow, 
In  the  matne  battle,  whole  puiflancc  on  cither  fide, 
(hall  be  well  winged  with  onr  chicfeft  horfe: 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  booteswhatthinkft  thouNorflblke? 

M.  a.  A  good 


The  Tragedy 

Nor.  A  good  direction  warlike  foueraigne,       bsfhiifeth  him 

This  found  /  on  my  tent  this  morning,  spaper> 

Iocly  ofNorfolktbenotfo  bouldt 
For  Dickon  thy  tmjigris  bought snd fould. 
King  Athingaeuifedbythcencmic. 

Go  gentlemen  every  man  vnto  his  charge, 

Let  not  our  babJing  drcames  affright  our  (bules: 

Confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  vfe, 

Deuifd  at  firft  to  keepe  the  ftroog  in  awe, 

Our  ftrong  armes  be  our  confcience  fwords,our  law. 

Match  on.ioinc  brauelie^let  vs  to  it  pell  melL 

Ifnottoheauenthen  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 
His  Orition  to  his  army. 

What  fhal  /Taic  more  then  I  haue  inferd? 

Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withall, 

A  fort  of  vagabonds,  rafcols  and  runawaies, 

A  fcumofBritrainsandbafclackypcfants, 

Whom  their  orecloied  country  vomits  forth, 

To  defperate  aduenrures  and  aflurd  dcftru<5faon, 

You  flceping  fafc  they  bring  to  you  vnreft, 

You  hauinglands and  bleft  with  beauteous  wires, 

They  would  reflraine  the  one,  diftaine  the  other, 

And  who  doth  lead  them  but  apaltrey  fellow,? 

Long  kept  in  Brittaine  at  our  mothers  coft, 

A  milkefoptjonethat  ncuer  in  his  life 

Felt  fo  much  colde  as  ouer  (hooes  in  fnow: 

Lets  whip  thefc  ftragglers  ore  the  feas  againe, 

Lafh  hence  thefc  oucrweening  ragsofffance, 

Thefc  ft  mifht  beggers  wearie  of  their  Hues, 

Who  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit, 

For  want  of  means  poore  rats  had  hangdthemfelues, 

Ifwe  be  conquered^et  men  conquer  vs, 

And  not  thcfebaftardBrittainswhom  our  fathers 

Haue  in  their  own  land  beaten  bobdand  thumpt. 

And  in  record  left  them  the  heires  of  flhame. 

Shall  rhefe  enioy  our  lands^ie  with  our  wiuesf 

Rauifhourdaughters^arkelhearcthcirdrum. 

i'^gntgendemen  ofEngland^ghtboldyeomen, 

Draw 


of  Richard  the  third. 
Draw  archers  draw  your  arrowesto  the  head, 
Spur  y  our  proud  horfes  hatd,and  x ide  in  blond, 
Amaze  the  weikin  with  your  broken  ftaucs, 
What  faies  lord  Stanley,wil  he  bring  his  power? 

Mf.  Mylord,he  doth  deny  to  come, 

King  On  with  his  fbnne  Georgeshead. 
Nor*  My  lord,the  enemie  is  pad  the  marfh, 
After  the  oattaiie  let  George  Stanley  die. 

King  A  thou  fand  hartsare  great  within  my  bofbme, 
Aduance  our  ftandards/etvpon  our  foes, 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage  fairc  faint  George 
Inipire  vs  with  the  fplcene  or  fieric  Dragons, 
Vpon  them  vi6torie  fits  on  our  hclmcs.  Exeunt, 

JUarumtexcurJioHS^Enter  Catesby. 

Oatef.  Refcew  my  lord  of  NorrTolke,refcew^eicew, 
The  king  enacts  more  wonders  then  a  man, 
Daring  an  oppofitc  to  euerie  danger, 
His  horfc  is  flaine5and  all  onfoot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  ofdeath, 
Refcew  fairc  lord,or  elfe  the  daie  is  loft. 
Enter  Richard. 

King  A  horfe,a  horle,my  kinadome  for  a  horfc. 

Catcf.  Withdra  w  my  lord,ile  nelpe  you  to  a  horfc. 

King  SJaue  I  haue  fet  my  life  vpon  a  caft, 
And  /will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  die, 
/tbinke  there  be  fixe  Richmonds  in  the  field, 
Rue  haue  I  flaine  to  daie  m  ftead  ofhim, 
A  horfe,a  horfc,  my  kingdomefor  a  horfe4 
Alarum^  Enter  Richard and  Richmond jhey  fight ,Ricb*rdtsJlain 

then  retrait  being  founded.  Enter  Richmmafiartyjxaring  the 

crotpnc,with  other  Lords /fa. 

Ri.  God  and  your  armes  be  praifd  vi£toriousfrcends, 
The  daicisours,the  bloudie  dog  is  dead. 

Dor.  CouragiousRichmond,wel  haft  thou  acquit  thee, 
Loe  here  this  long  vfurped  roialtie. 
From  the  dead  temples  ofthis  bloudie  wretch., 
Haue  I  pluckt  offto  grace  thy  browes  withall, 
Weare  it,enioy  it,  and  make  much  ofit. 

But 


The,  Tr&gcche 

Rtch,  Great  God  of  h  caucn  faie  Amen  to  aO, 
But  tell  me5isyong  George  Stanley  liuing. 

D*r.  He  is  my  Iord,and  fafc  in  Lckcftcrtowne, 
Whether  ifitpleafeyou  we  may  nowwhhdrawvs. 

Rick.  What  men  ofname  are  flainc  on  cither  fide? 
John  Duke 'fWerfo/kf jrnter Lord Ferris \ftr 
Robert BriokeriZmrj  &  fir JVM*mBr*uiUtt. 

Rub.  Inter  their  bodies  as  become  their  births, 
Proclaimc  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled, 
!That  in  fubmiffion  will  retume  to  vs, 
And  then  as  we  hauetane  the  facrament, 
We  wiU  vnitc  the  white  rofc  and  the  red, 
Smile  heauen  vpon  this  iaire  conjunct  ion, 
That  longhauc  frownd  vponthcirenmitic, 
What  traitor  hearts  me,and  faics  not  Amen? 
England  hath  long  been  madde  and  fcard  her  felfe, 
The  brother  blinduc  fhedthe  brothers  bloud, 
The  father  rafhlie  (laughterd  his  ownfonne, 
The  fbnnc  compeld  ben  butcher  to  the  fire. 
All  this  deuided  Yorke  and  Lancafter, 
Deuided  in  their  dire  deuifion. 
O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  fucceeders  ofeach  royall  houfc, 
By  Gods  ftire  ordinance  conioine  together, 
Andlettheirheircs(Godifthy  will  be  fo) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth-fafte  peace, 
With  fmiling  plentie  and  faire  prosperous  daies, 
Abate  the  edge  oftraitors  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  theiebloudy  daiesagaine, 
And  make  poore  England  weepe  in  ftrcames  ofbloud, 
Let  them  not  liueto  taft  this  lands  increa(e. 
That  would  with  treason  wound  this  faire  lands  peace, 
Nowciuill  wounds  arcftopt,peace  liues  againe, 
That/he  may  long  liuchcare,God  faie  Amen* 

FINIS. 
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